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E Ohl let me claſpher | 
Jo a fond Fathers aged Breaſt, and call 
Her ſinking Spirits the Shades of Death 
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Hold it an indiſpenfible Duty t to mention ſome 15 
Circumſtances, which gave Birth to the follow- 


ing 8 Scenes, wherein I ſhall not only indulge my 
Pride, but, perhaps, in ſome Degree, palliate the 
Boldneſs, and (as it may be thought by many”) 
Preſumption of my Underſtanding. 


The Fable and Conduct of this Tragedy were 


projected as long ago as the Year 1761, by he late 
Mr. Shenſtone, at his ſweet Retirement, the Leaſowes; 
in Warwickſhire. Herein conſiſts my Pride, that I 
enjoyed a happy (but too ſhort) Intimacy- with that 
amiable and e Man. 


In the Summer of that ſame Year # Mr. Show: 
one had been preſent at the Performance of a haſty 
Alteration of Mr. Hawkins's Tragedy of Henry and 
Roſamond, which I produced at the Theatre at 
Birmingham, for the temporary Uſe of a particular 
Friend. Undigeſted and imperfect as it was, that 
excellent Judge ſaid, there was a Pathos in the Story, 


which, notwithſtanding the Defects of the Drama, 


* See Mr. Shenflone's Letter, No. 10g, to Mr. Gravur, | 


bear, I4, 1761. 


FY made 


as other Subjects; 


ii PREFACE 


made the Repreſentation very pleafing ; and he 
ſignified his Wonder, that ſuch an affecting and 
popular Tale ſhould not have found its Way to- 
the Stage. 
the Subject, all which terminated in his adviſing 
me to make the Story my own. The known Kind- 


neſs of his Heart, perhaps, gave me Credit for 


greater Abilities, than I really poſſeſſed. He con- 
tinued to encourage me with a Warmth which 
flatters me in the Recollection; and, after I had 
left Warwickſhire, obliged me with ſeveral Let 
ters to the ſame Purpoſe, which [ ſtill Preſerve as 
valuable Relifts, b 


In one 60 thoſe Letters he ſuggeſted the Cha- 
racter of the Abbot; in Order, as he ſaid, to add 
a little more Buſineſs to a Story, which otherwiſe 


might be too barren to furniſh Matter for five 
Acts. It may eaſily be ſuppoſed I forthwith 
adopted his Idea, and carefully treaſured in my 
Mind every Sentiment he let fall on this, as well 


Truth, that among the many Converſations I en- 


joyed with that excellent Man, I never knew one 


from which I did not derive confiderable In- 
ſtruction, 28 well as Delight. . 


PEFC 


Friend * (which will ever be lamented by all who 


knew him) diſpirited me from the Undertaking, 


* He died Feb. 11, 1763, 


and 


Hence aroſe many Converſations on 


and 1 can ſay, with great 


e 


and I laid afide my Plan, together with all his 
Letters, till the Beginning of laſt Lear. The 


Scheme itſelf, it is true, had often, in the Inter- 


val, occured to my Remembrance, but a Doubt 
of my Ability to execute it, even in a paſſable 


EY: deterred me from the Attempt. 


Mrs: Hartley' Arrival at t Covient-Garden Thea- 
tre, and the warm Solicitations of a Friend, in- 


duced me once more to reſume the Deſign. 
The happy Suitability (if I may be allowed the 


Phraſe) of her Figure, to the Deſcription of Ro- 
ſamond (as may be found in Dr. Percy's amuſing 
and inſtructive Collection of old TOTS, Vol. . 


Page 137) viz. 


Her eriſped Lockes, like Threads of Golde, 
Appear'd to each Man's Sight; 
Her ſparkling Eyes, &, &c. | 


afliſted by the Softneſs and Gentleneſs of her 


Demeanour, encouraged me, at length, to make 


the Attempt; and the univerſal Approbation : 


given by the Public to her Appearance, Manner 
and Performance, on the firſt Repreſentation of 


this Play, happily convinced me I was not ſingular 


in my Opinion. 


In the general Execution of the Piece I have 


paid a particular Attention to the old Ballad, and 


endeavoured at a Simplicity of Style, both which 
Mr. Shenſtone earneſtly recommended. I am not 


confcious of any further Helps, except having : 
| A2 | adopted 


\ 
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adopted the Idea (not the Matter) of an Interview 
between the King and N in 85 Monaſtery, 
from Fs Hawkins. BY 


1 bad originally made Clifford die of a broken 
Heart, under the Sanction of the Death of King 
Lear, as originally drawn by that great Maſter of 
human Nature, Shakeſpeare ; but the general Opi- 
nion of the Public, and the Perſuaſions of my 


Friends, induced me to vary my Deſign i in the 
5 nee 5 


1 bare little further to add, but my Intreaties 
that the Reader will be pleaſed to judge with Le- | 
nity, what was undertaken with Diffidence, 7 


- Advifhd aſſiſted, and encouraged as I was ori-. 
ginally, to this Undertaking, by the Poſſeſſor of 
ſuch eminent Abilities, and ſuch Benignity of 
Diſpoſition, I ſeek no living Patron, but pride 


myſelf in having this Opportunity | to dedicate © mp 
humble Production, 


With the warmeſt Aﬀe&tion 


and Gratitude, 


10 
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TO THE 
E M O R Y 


Advertiſement. 


Taz Author wot juſtly incur the Charge | 


of Ingratitude were he not to return his warmeſt 


Ackn o ledgments to the Public for their very 


indulgent Reception | and continued Encourage- 


ment of this Play; to Mr. Colman for his ſpirited 


and deſervedly-admired Epilogue ; 5 and to the 
Performers for their Zeal and Aſfduity it in the Study 


and Support of their reſpe&tive Characters. 


1 


F 


P R o LO G U E, 


Written and Spoken by the AUTHOR, 


I ONG Time ts avith painful Doubts and Fears, 
#4 At length the dread deciſive Hour appears, 5 


The awful Trial comes! and here I fland, 

T? abide the Verdict of my native Land, 
Will not the Fudge himſelf for Favour plead, 
When the poor trembling Culprit owns the Deed; 
When in falſe Arts he ſcorns to ſeek Support, 
But throws him on the Mercy of the Court? 


Such is my State, «vhom æbild Ambition draavs , 
To fand the Judgment of dramatic Lan vs ; 
| Bold the Attempt, (and, much I fear, in vain) 
That IJ, the humble in the Muſes Train, 
Should dare produce, in this nice-judging Age, 
My own aveak Her ts on the dang” rous Stage ! 


Had I the lighteſt Touch of laintive Rowe, 5 
age Numbers oft have bade your Sorrows flow, 
zur Plaudis undiſmay'd I might implore, 
And Roſamond might plead, like hapleſs Shore : 


But as it is, your Kindneſs be my Friend, 
For that alone 1 Sue—to that I bend, 
if by an artleſs Tale, in artleſs Strain, 
A mild and patient Hearing TI obtain, 
And my poor Labours o'er, behold ye part 
With unpain'd Ear and undiſeufted Heart, 
Twere Triumph and Delight ! but if the Lays, 
Deſerve your Cenſure, <vhich aſpir'd to P. aiſe, 
Evn to your Kindneſs avill J not preſume, 

'or Ari ive t0 deprecate MY proper Doom; . 
This ſole Indulgence let my Fault procure, 
Milaly inflat, ſubmiſſive J endure, 
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 Henzy II. King of England, 


Prince HENRY, 


CLirrorD, Father to Roſamond, 


ABBOr, 
SALISBURY, 
VzRULAmM, 
LIS EsT EM, 
Quxkx ELIREA NOR, 
Ro$AMOND, 


ErnkIIxDA, 


Oxford, and Places adjacent. 


Mr. SMITH. 
© Mr. W ROUGHTON, 
Mr, H ULL. | 


Mr. Gaxvpnes, 


Miſs Mis, 


Mrs. HarTLEY. 


Mr. R. Surry. 1 


Mr. Tromeson, 


Miſs PEARCE; 
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1 4 
SCENE, an Apartment in Saliſbury's Houſe 


Enter CLIFFORD and SALISBURY. 


CLIF FO R D. 

WALISBURY, no more; ſeek not with er Words 

To talk down Grief like mine; hadſt thou a Child, 
Whom thy fond Heart had dwell'd and doated on, 
As mine on Roſamond, and felt'ſt the Pang 
Of ſeeing her devote her matchleſs Beauty 
To lawleſs Love, her Dignity and Virtue 
To Infamy, and Shame, thou wou'dſt not brook 
Vain Conſolation, 
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2 HENRY rTuz SECOND; 
SALISBURY. 


Judge not I eſteem - 
Thy Suff*rings light, or think thy Pains will 1 yi 
To cold Philoſophy. 


CLIFFORD. 


'No—Wou'dt thou eaſe 
The tortur'd Wretch, thou muſt fit den beſide lu 
Shed Tear for Tear, in ſympathizing Silence; 
Liſt to the Tale which Sorrow loves to tell, 
And, by partaking the diſtreſsful Cauſe, 
8 the ſtrong Woe that will not oy controul'd. 


SALISBURY. 


Give thy full Boſom Vent, thy Friend ſhall wait 
With patient and rei Heart. 


CLIFFORD. 


I aſk but that; for ſhou'dſt thou weary Language, 
Ranſack the Stores of ſubtle Sophiſtry, 

For deepeſt Arguments—my fimple Anſwer 
Confutes and baffles all—I've loſt my Child, 


SALISBURY. 


1 grant it, Lord, and meant alone to ſtand 
A friendly Mediator *twixt thyſelf 
And the o'er-ruling Tumults of thy Mind. 

I dread their Violence. Did'ſt thou not talk 


Of Vengeance and Redreſs? Whence ſhould they ſpring # ; 


Where wou'dſt thou point them? Say, is this a Time 
To add to Henry Troubles? now, when dark 
Inteſtine Feuds and foreign Foes combine 5 

To ſhake his Throne and Peace ? 


CLI 


Ox, Tix FALL or ROSAMOND. 
CLIFFORD. 


Couſin, thou call'ſt 

A Bluſh to theſe old Cheeks at the bare Thought 
Of what thy Words imply. Think'ſt thou I mean, 
Had this weak Arm the higheſt Power of Vengeance, 
To ſtain my native Land with civil Slaughter ? 

No, Heaven forefend ! nor ſhould a Danger reach 
My Sovereign's ſacred Life. Were there a Wretch 
Accurs'd enough to raife his trait'rous rm 
'Gainſt Henry's Breaſt, Clifford would ruſh between, 
Oppoſe himſelf to the Aſſaſſin's Point, 

And glory in the Death that ſav'd his Kang. 


SALISBURY, 
My Mind's at Pence. 


CLIFFORD. 


80 rel it, a Sal; iſbury : / 

Shall I be plain, and tell thee all my Weakneſs ?/ 
Spite of ungrateful Henry's Perfidy, b 

1 love him till, I love this royal Robber. 

In early Youth I led him to the Field, 

Train'd his advent'rous Spirit, ſhar'd his Dangers, 
And by his Side maintain'd my Country's Honour, | 
In many a gallant Feat; Oh, hard Return! 

How hath he 2 25 this Love! 


SALISBURY. 


When keadlong Paſſions 
Miſlead him not from his inſtinctive Gieattiels, 
How noble ſhews he ! Wiſdom, Learning, Policy, 
Inform his Mind, and gen'rous Honour ſways it. 


J ĩðù̊ĩ _ » 


Stain'd and diſhonour'd as the 


4 HENRY TAI SECOND; 


CLIFFORD. 


Where was it fled, that Guardian of Man's Heart, 
When, with infidious Arts, in evil Hour, 
He lur'd my chaſte, my duteous Roſamond 


From Virtue and Obedience ? Was ſhe not 


All that a Parent's fondeſt Wiſh could form? 

In vain her modeſt Grace and Diffidence | 

Bore the dear Semblance of her Mother's Sweetneſi 
And promis'd an unſullied Length of Days. 
She's loſt, and the bright Glories of our Ling 


: Are ſtain'd in her e 


SALISBURY. 


The Ls of Gait 


Not wholly leaves the Breaſt that Errox ſtains, 
But oft abides, a wholeſome Monitor, 
To call the miſerable Culprit back 


To its forſaken Laws. So may it fare 


With her. Tis true the King, when in her Sight, 


Engroſſes all her Thoughts ; but, i in her ſecret 
And ſolitary Hours, fad the regrets _ 
Her ruin'd Innocence, and mourns. that Love 


Which led her to deſtroy a Father's Peace, 
And ain the Honours of a ſpotleſs Line, 


CLIFFORD. 


To fave 10 from a deeper Plunge in Guilt 
I all my preſent Purpoſe; gainſt the King, 


No other Weapons do I wiſh to uſe, 
But thoſe which, heſt become the manly Heart, 6 
Reaſon and Conſcience ; ; bet bio give, her back 


ourner is, 
Let him reſtore her to theſe aged Arms, 


| 1 aſk no more, 


SALIS: 


Ox, THz FALL or ROSAMOND. 3 


SALISBURY. 


Unfold thy utmoſt Wiſh, 
And if a Friend's Aſſiſtance may avail, 
Command thy Kinſman's warmeſt Services. 


CLIFFORD. 

Conceal my being here; let not the King 
Know Clifford treads theſe Bounds ; he muſt be won 
To my Diſcourſe, unconſcious who I am. 
I have devis'd a Means—enquire not now, 
But patient aid me, and await the Ifſlue, 

I have good Hopes that all the gen'rous Fires, 
Which warm'd his noble Heart, are, not extinct ; 
If fo, I may once more embrace my Child, 
My till dear Roſamond. — Blame not my Weakneſs, | 
I come not to inflict but baniſh Pain; 

I' awaken in her Breaſt a juſt Remorſe 
For her paſt Failings; and entice her Steps 

To ſome ſerene Abode, where Penitence _ 
And Contemplation dwell, and jointly ſooth 

The contrite Sinner's Mind, with glowing Hope 
Of Heaven's Indulgence, and returning Peace.  — 
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6 HENRY rus SECOND. 


SCENE II. 
4 retird Grove belonging to the Palace, 


Enter Prince HR Rv and Leiezerzs. 


PRINCE. 


My Spirit will not brook it ! What avails 
The empty Name and Title of a King, 
Without imperial Pow'r ? why with his Son 
Divide his Throne, unleſs he meant to grant 
A Share of that ſupreme Authority, 
Which only lends Stability to Greatneſs 
And gives its higheſt Luſtre ?—to be caught 
With the gay tinſell'd Garb of Royalty, 
Befits an Ideot only; let him know 
That Henry's Son inherits Henry's Pride, 
And may in Time, with daring Hand, aſſume, 
| What now he is debarr d. 
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LEICESTER, 


Your Wron gs are great ; 1 

But be not too precipitate and raſh, 

Leſt you therein defeat the Means by which 
Lou wiſh to gain. Beware, the watchful Eye 

Of Curioſity beſets our Paths; bp 

Speak not ſo loud. 


PRINCE. 


What Danger ? Shou'd the King : | 
Himſelf o'er-hear, confront me Face to Face, 
I would not ſhrink ; mine Eye ſhould not abate 
Its angry Fire, nor my ſunk Heart recall 

The ſmalleſt Drop of that indignant Blood | by. 
That paints MF: own z Cheek; but I would ſpeak, | 
nn Aren: 1 


On, Tux FALL or ROSAMOND. 


| Avow, proclaim, and boaſt my ſettled Purpoſe. 
I have a double Cauſe to urge me on, 

A royal Mother's Wrongs join'd to my own. 
Do I not ſee her injur'd, ſcorn'd, abandon d, 
For the looſe Pleaſures of a Wanton s Bed, 

His beateous Minion, whom embower'd he ny 
In Woodftock's mazy Walks? Shall he do this 
 Un-notic'd, un- reproach'd, yet dare to check 
My honeſt Ardour? He hath yet to learn, 
That Parent who expects his Son to walk 
Within the decent Pale of rigid Duty, 


Should keep a heedful Watch o'er his own Steps, | 


And by his Practice well enforce the ane 
He means o have him learn. | 


LEICESTER, 


Yet check this Paſſion, = 

And hear the Dictates of my cooler Mind. | 
Is not the Council here conven'd this Morn, 
By Henry's Order, to debate the Courteſy 

Of the French Monarch, who even now invites 


Thy royal Preſence to his gallant Court, 
On friendly Viſit? 


PRINCE. 


| Yes—and hens the Partner 


In England's Throne waits, till their mighty Wiſdoms 


Shall have determined what his Courſe muſt be, 
And deign to call him in; waits like a ſervile 
And _— Penſioner, that aſks a Boon, 


LEICESTER, 


Again you lapſe into this wild Extreme. 

Forget a while Ambition and Revenge, 

And court cool Wiſdom ; act the Politician : 
Play to their Humours, yield to their Decrees ; 

Uſe this French Journey, as the happy Step 

To mount to your Deſires.—Tho' here depriv'd 
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Of Pow'r, in Noviuandy your Half-King Title | 
Enables you to ſcatter Favours round, 


Such as ſhall gain you popular Applauſe, 


And win your Subjects Hearts This Point obtain d, 


All you can aſk is yours; you may command 
Where now you ſue, and Herry's Self may fear 
| Your Potency, and grant your higheſt Wiſh. 


PRINCE. 


By Heav'n thou haſt inflam'd my eager Soul 15 
With bright Imaginations of Renown, 5 
Of Conqueſt and Ambition; I a-while 
Will try to ſooth this proudly-ſwelling Heart, 
Into mild Heavings, and ſubmiſſive Calms, 
For this great Purpoſe. 


LEICESTER, 


To your Aims devoted, 5 
T'll privily away, and meet you there; , 

Will worm myſelf into each Norman Breaſt ; 
Pour in their greedy Ears your early Virtues, 
Your Love of them, their Intereſt and Honour ; 

Then join in any hardy Enterpriſe 
| That Fore-thought can ſuggeſt, and win the palm, 

Or die befide thee, : 


PRINCE. 
Gen rous, gallant Friend ! | 

I have not Words to thank thee—to my | Breaſt 
Let me receive the Guardian of my . 


In full Aſſurance that his noble Friendſtip 
Shall never be forgot. 


LEICESTER, 


' Behold, the Queen; 
She moves this Way, 


A MM a 


PRINCE. 


— IM 


On, THE FALL oF ROSAMOND. 9 -- 
| #5 
| PR I N C E. 1 
1 will retire a while; = ö | * |} 
I would not meet her, till this 2! Departure bi 
Be fix'd irrevocably, leſt her fond 8 | | 
Maternal Love and Softneſs might prevail 5 Tc. 5 if 
O'er that inſtinctive Yielding in the Breaſt, Pe. | | 
Which Nature wakens when a Mother ſues, 14 
And win ſome Promiſe from my pliant Heart, bY Fg 
That I ſhould ſcorn to break. 55 I Ereit. i 
LEICESTER. mY Me - | 
What if 1 try IN” Res Wl 
To win her to our Cauſe ? The frequent Wrongs, FD. Ben es 0 
Which fire her haughty Mind, join'd to Affection „ 
For her young Henry, may engage her Help 1 5 I 
In any Scheme that promiſes Revenge. 55 5 Will 
But ſoft—the preſent is no Time for that; 1 5 AH 
For with her comes that buſy meddling Abbot, ml 
That Dealer in dark Wiles, who rules and guides 70% 
The Conſciences of all who weakly crouch © il 
To his Mock-Sanctity. I will avoid him= «© Wl 
Even now ſome Miſchief broods within his Mind ! es bi 
Perhaps tow'rd me; for he, of late, hath ſhewn me 10 
Marks of Reſpect and Courteſy, wherein 1. 
He was not wont to deal. Time only will 5 | | ö 
Explain the Object of his preſent Aims, 0 
For in his Proteus-Face, or even his Words, 1 8 | _ | 
No ſmalleſt Trace of what employs his Thoughts | > 1-4 
Can ever be A4 ; To | 
| ij 
sf QUE EN and ABBOT. | | 
QUEEN. il 
Tell me no more | | | 
Of long-protrafted Schemes and tedious Wiles ; 13 ole 
My Soul is all Impatience : Talk to me | 
Of Vengeance, ſpeedy Vengeance. 
„ C ABBOT, 


10 HENRY rA SECOND; 


AB B OT. 


What can be 

Devis'd to puniſh, pain, and wert 

Beyond what is enjoin'd on Herry's Head ? 

Tho? diſtant from the venerable Shrine 

Where martyr'd Becker's ſacred Blood was ſpill'd, 

Is he exempt from Penance? Doth not here 

Our careful Mother- Church purſue her Foe ? 

Is he not nightly doom'd to tread the lone 
And ſolemn Iſles of Ida's holy Houſe, 
In deep Attonement for the barb'rous Fall 

Of that dear murder'd Saint? 5 


EN. 


And what attones | 1 | 
For Eleanor's loud Wron 08, her Wunder Peace ? 
Will all the Penances e'er yet devis'd | 
By droniſh Prieſts, relieve my tortur'd Heart > 
Will they recall my Henry's truant Love, 

Or blaſt the Charms of that deluding Witch, 
Who lures. him from me ? This is the Redreſs 
Which Eleanor demands—this the Revenge | 
Alone, which ſhe can condeſcend to take. 


ABBOT. 5 


No or is this paſt my Hope to apc for you: 
My Thoughts, devote to you and your 8125 
Continually labour for your Good. | 
Alas! you know not, mighty Queen, the Sighs 
My Heart has heav'd, the Tears mine Eyes have ſhed, 
For your injurious Treatment; and, even now, 
| Would you but bid your juſt Refentment cool, 
I think the wiſh'd Occaſion is at Hand, 5 
That gratifies your moſt enlarg'd Deſire. 


QUEEN, 


11 


On, Taz F ALL or RO SAMO ND. 


QUEEN. 
Thy Words are Balſam to my wounded. Peace, 
Go on, go on; dwell on this Pcaling Strain, 
And 1 will worſhip thee. 


ABBOT. 


Is not he Council 


Conven'd by Henry ? Do they not 1558 
Your darling Son ſhall ſtrait for Fance * 


u x EN. 
Ay, atk 8 | 
Again is England's Queen ;nſulted, 8 oo 
Have I no Right of Choice? Shall the dear Boy, 
| Whoſe noble Spirit feels his Mother's Wrongs, | 


Shall he be baniſh'd from me, torn 2 
My _ Comforter * 


ABBOT. 5 


He muſt not g0. 1 
Vou muſt prevent it—practiſe every Airs 2 
Nay, bid your Pride aad fierce Reſentment bend 
To ſoft Requeſt and humbleſt . | 

Ere ſuffer his * 


QUEEN, 
Tell me, Father, | 


How this is to be done, Canſt thou ſpeak Peace 


To the tumultuous Boſom of the Deep, 
When the loud Tempeſt tears it? Can I meet 
With patient Meekneſs my Oppreſſor” 8 Sight ? 
Wear an apparent Calmneſs in my Face, 
While heaving Anguiſh firuggles 1 in my Mind? 
It will not be. 


C32 
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ABBOT. 


There are no other Means. 

What tho' the Council urge State Policy, 

And Public-Good, for their Conſent herein, 
Their inward Aim is to oblige the King, 

Who labours this great Point. And what's his Drift ? 
No courteous Scheme, to pleaſe his Brother France: N 


But merely to remove the Ou.” Prince, 


Say'ſt thou? ay 1 be. 5 


ABBOT. 


He fears a Rival in the Hearts 

Of diſcontented Subjects; ; the brave Youth, 
With Speech undaunted, that diſdains Diſguiſe, | 
Hath freely ſpoke your Wrongs : Hence Jealouſy 
| Broods in the King, leſt your aſpiring Son 
May prove, in Time, a Bane to his Purſuits, 
In wanton Dalliance, and illicit Love. 


QUEEN, 


: Is this the End of all his boaſted Dias 

For my Son's Weal, his Happineſs and Honour > 
This the great Cauſe his Brother France muſt ſee 
Th' all-praiſed Heir of England's mighty Throne? 
Oh, Henry ! Whither is thy Greatneſs fled ? 

Is thy bold Pride, thy Majeſty of Heart, 

Sunk in low Stratagems and mean Deceits ? 

'So will it ever be, when Perfidy 

Pollutes the Soul : the Senſe of Honour flies, 

And Fraud and Meanneſs fill the vacant Seat. 


ABB O F. 
Loſe not the precious Hours in uſeleſs Reaſonings; 
Speed to the Preſence; ſeize the firſt fair Moment; 


Hang on his Garment, claſp his ſtubborn Knees; 
+, Bad 


SS + ß Cace EE 
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Foil Art with Art, and practiſe every Means 
To win the King _— this — Deſign, 


QUEEN. 


1 go; howe'er ill ſuited to the Taſk, 
1 will eſſay it.—Stoop, exalted Heart, 


A Moment ſtoop ; and, Tongue, learn thou 2 new, 
An unbeſeeming Leſſon; let the Cauſe, 


The noble Motive, conſecrate the Means. 
Remember, Eleanor, thou fall'ſt a while, 
To riſe more glorious; to record thy Name 
Amid the faireſt Legends of Renown, 


A brave Avenger of thy Veg 8 * - | (Exit. 


ABBOT, 


Go, ſhallow Woman thy impatient Soul, 

That mounts to Frenzy at each flight Surmiſe 
Of Injury, makes thee a precious Tool 

For deep-laid Policy to work withal. 

The Prince muſt here abide — his tow? ring Pale, 
And Leicefter's hot and enterprizing Genius, 
Aſſiſted by my ſubtle Aid, may raiſe 

A Storm, that ſhall deſtroy this haughty King, 
This Poiſon to our Cauſe and holy Order. 
Henry, thou know'ſt not what a Foe thou haſt 

In this un-mitigable Breaſt——my Soul 
Abhors thee, and will never know Repoſe, 
Till thou haſt fall'n a Victim to my Rage. 

The greateſt, nobleſt Cauſe inſpires my Deeds! 
Look down, Oh, fainted Becket / with Delight, 
On thy true Servant! Let thy bleſſed Spirit 
Aſſiſt my Purpoſe, while I ſeek Revenge 

On him who dar'd inſult our holy Faith, 

By inſtigating ſacrilegious Hands 

With thy dear Blood to ſlain our hallow'd Shrines, 


END or THE FI RST ACT, 


[ Exite 
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. 
SCENE, an Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter the KING and VER ULA M. 


KING. 


*RUE, 7 and it muſt be Fry Care 
To check this growing Pride, which mounts ſo faſt 


5 And, like the forward Sapling, boldly ſtrives 


To emulate the lofty Cedar's Height, 


Which long hath tower'd in unravall'd Strength, 
The Glory of the Wood. 8 


VERULAM. 


That Zeal and Love, 5 
Which hitherto hath won my Maſter's 8 Confidence, | 
Long as the Life-blood warms this aged Heart, 
Shall be employed to ſerve him: but this aſks 


The niceſt Caution; 7 foft Advice muſt ſooth 


His headſtrong Spirit, that, on the leaſt Surmiſe 


Of an uſurp'd Authority, would ſtart 


f 5 Aſide, indignant of Controul. 


K 1 N G. 


To thee, 
Thy Love and A we confide the whole: 


Thy poliſh'd Senſe, thy Knowledge of Mankind, 


And long Experience, render thee moſt fit 


F or this prone. Taſk, 


VERULAM. 


The Time of . Departure, 
Is it yet fix'd? 


KIN 
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KING. 


On our Decree alone 

That Point depends ; he ſhall with Speed away; 
Theſe rude Commotions, chat aflail us round, 
May call us from our Realm; ſhould it prove ſo, 
He muſt not here remain ; his Stay were fatal. 


VE R ULA M. 
Not ſo, I hope, my Liege. 


KING. 


Prodiejcy enjoins | | | ol 

Our ſtricteſt Caution. What his own Ambition 
Might of itſelf attempt, we cannot ſay; _ 

But there's a farther 8 to be fear d. 


VERULAM. 


His Views will defend * from ſuch Deeds . 
As Honour and Obedience muſt alike 
Condemn; and he has Virtues which, I truſt, 


Will caſt a Luſtre o'er his riſing Years, 
When the flight Indiſcretions of his Youth | 


0 


Are buried 1 in Oblivion. . : 


KING. 

I truſt ſo, too; 

Yet, Verulam, where ſplendid Virtues grow | 

Great Errors alſo ſhoot; his Time of Life 

Is now in that capricious, wavering State, 

When the ſoft Boſom is ſuſceptible 

Of ev'ry new Impreſſion; his Colleague, 

(From whom we wiſh him ſunder'd) ſubtle: Leice/er, 
Is ever at his Ear, watchful to ſeize _ | 
Th' unguarded Moment of the youthful Heart, 
When dark Infinuations may prevail 


Upon his ductile Mind, Be thou in Readineſs, 
On our firſt Notice, 


E Ru- 


ee e. —— * 2 
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Henny, the Council, zealous for thy Welfare, 
The ripe Improvement of thy growing Virtues, 


16 HENRY TAE SECOND; 
VERULAM. 


This important Point, 


Which waited only, what this Morn hath given, 


The Council's Sanction, hath been long debated. 
I am prepar'd, my Leige. 


KING. 


Bchold our Son! 


Enter the PRINCE. 


And the ſucceſſive Glories of our Line, 
Have by their Voices ſanctified our Will, 
In thy Departure hence. Go, reap that Profit 


Which the diſcerning and ingenious Mind 


Gains from new Climes; that Knowledge of the World, 


Of Laws, of Cuſtoms, Policy, and States, 
Which Obſervation yields alone, and Books 


And learned Guides e 1 


PRINCE. 


I thank my Father's Love; the Council wiſely 


Bend to thy Will; they but allot what elſe 
Had been demanded by the future Heir 
And preſent Partner in th' imperial Seat. 


My glowing Youth and kindling Spirit ſcorn 


To hve coop'd up within one ſcanty Bound : 
Would Life permit, it were Delight to trace 


Fach ſcepter'd Region of the peopled World; 
To mark, compare, define their various Modes, 
And glean the Wiſdom that reſults from all. 


KING. 


Bleſt i in th? Inheritance of England's Throne, 
This Ardour well befits thee. Go, my Henny, 


Viſit our Brother France; there ſhine a Star 
Of this rich Diadem; let the bright Dawn 


Oi 
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my 
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Of thy young Virtues glitter in their Eyes; 
Thoſe Virtues which ſhall grace this glorious Iſle, 
When we are low in Duſt. 


Þp R 1 N C E. 


And ew 6 Heart ©: oy. 3G; ; 
Prepar'd to vindicate each royal Due 
With the laſt Drop that warms its felling Veins, 


KING. 


Spoke with a free rn Spirit Vet beware. 

Be not impetuous to graſp at Power, _ 
Nor uſe it, when obtain'd, beyond the Limits 
Of Reaſon and Uprightneſs; in the Monarch 
Do not forget the Man. This honeſt Lord, 
An able Counſellor and ſteady Friend, | Lil 
We make Companion of thy Expedition; — 
Receive him, Henry, from thy Father's Hand, 
Worthy thy Friendſhip, wear him near thy Heart ; ; 
And, ſhould ſome haſty Warmth miſlead thy Youth, 


Be his white Hairs the rey'rend Monitor, FEY . \ 
To warn thee back to the neglected Path, oh 
From which thy Steps had ſtray” de 0 

PRINCE. TT. = 


I love his Virtues, 
And thus receive the Man my Sire eſteems. 
I [Embraces ; Verulam, 


Enter the QU 5 EN. 


QUEEN. 


Muſt 1 then loſe him? Ts. he not my Son! ? 
Or has a Mother's Tongue no Right to plead 

In her own Sufferings ? Oh, my Lord, my Henry, 
Stand thou between thy Wife, and the hard Sentence 
Of Men, who feel not the ſoft Ties of Natute, 

And give me back my We; 


KING - 


> 
A 
5 
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Art thou, too, 
A Traitor to my Peace ? And Joſt thou a - 


| a N 6. 
Madam, forbear ! ! 


Parental feelings 1 in my Boſom N 


Strong as in thine. Is he not loſt alike 
To Henry as to Eleanor ? Subdue 


This unbecoming Weakneſs, that prefers 
Self-Satisfaction to the public Weal, 


He muſt away. 


QUEEN, 


Alas! thare was a Time | 
When Henry's Speech had falter'd o'er wt ger, 


Ere he had utter'd, with determin'd Breath, 


So harſh a Sentence. Is that Time forgot ? 


— — Nay, turn not from me, Henry ! doth thy Heart 


Shame to avow the Gueſts it harbour'd once, 


ö Ton Lore and 8 Pity? 


PRINCE. 


Conde” my Mother, 

Oh, ceaſe to interrupt my Courſe of o ; 
1 go but for a Seaſon, to return 
| More worthy thy Endearments. 


QUEEN. 


To fly a Mother's Arms? To leave her here, 
Helpleſs and unprotected! Oh, my Son! 
Oppoſe not thou my Wiſh, but rather join 


To melt a Father 8 Heart. 


KING. 


»Twere uſeleſs, Madam; ; 


Think who thy Huſband is, and what his Ties. | 
How light, how wavering muſt he appear 
In public Eyes, ſhould he abjure the Point 
He ny Juſt labour'd ! ' Recalion thyſelf— 


Thou 


On, Tas FALL er ROSAMOND. 


Thou canſt not wiſh him ſo to flight the Claims 


Of Wiſdom, — or Honour. 


nE. 
Nor the Claims, 5 
The ſoft'ning Duties of domeſtic Life; 
The Claims of Happineſs, of inward Peace, 


Which long oy Heart hath ls for. 


KING. 


Eleanor, 
Once more, remember who we are; a King, 
That will not brook to be arraign'd and ſchool'd 
For petty Indiſcretions ; Henry judges 

| His own Miſ-doings, and the Chaſtiſement | 
Muſt be inflicted by his conſcious Mind, 
Not the bold Railings of another's Tongue. 


1 will be mild, be patient, be advis'd; 
I do recall my Words, revoke each free, 
Each haſty Breath of my unguarded Speech, 
Which hath offended thee ; henceforth I bend . 

My Temper to thy Will, thy niceſt Wiſh, 
80 I may kyop my Son. 


3 K 1 N G. 
No 3 aſceſt 
What cannot be. 3 


QUEEN, 


| Thus lowly on my Knee 
Vin I turn Suppliant for him. 


ü K IN 6. 
Oh, POE 


That Poſture ill becomes us boch. T grieve 
Thou ſhou'dſt be ſo importunate, for what 
We muſt not, cannot, will not grant, 


53 QUEEN; 
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QE E N. 


For this a 
Have I debas'd myſelf ? Hath England's Queen 


Bent lowly to the Earth, to be denied 

A Suit, the Mother had a Right to claim ? 

My Heart ſwells high, indignant of the Meanneſs, 
And ſcorns itſelf for ſuch * 


K ING. 


Prefer a proper Suit, thou can'ſt not aſk, 


What. Heng ſhall refuſe, 


QUEEN, 


Oh no! Thy Grants, 
Thy kind conſenting Smiles, thy working 8 


Thy Love, thy Faith, are all withdrawn from Eleanor, 


And un to another; conſcious Shame 


C'er- -pow'rs me, while T own they once were dear; 


But I will now forget them, raſe them aut 


From my officious Mem'ry, which hath dar'd 
To call them back to RR inſulted Hehe, 


KING, 


Well doth this Railing which thy fury promis d, 
Warn us to part; our Kindneſs meant to give 


Some Days Indulgence to the Mother” 5 Feelings, 


QUEEN, 


| 1 ſcorn both that and thee. | 


PRINCE, [IE 


| My folam ſwells, 


Impatient of hEr Wrong bun, down, a while, 
The Time—the r wil come — 


„ : HM 8 : 1 . 
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KING. 
Lord Verulam, 
Prepare thee, on the Inſtant ; ks ſhall hence 
Before yon Sun decline. If thou haſt aught 
Of Love or Duty for thy Mother's Ear, 555 
Thou haſt free Licenſe, Henry, to employ 
The preſent Moments in that pious Office; 
Yet take good Heed—let not a Woman's Weakneſs 
Melt thy Reſolves, and tempt thee to forget 
The Debt thou ow'ſt thy Country and thy King. 
: Fey ws Verulam, 


Reſtrain thoſe precious Drops, my deareſt Mother, 
That trembling ſtand in thy ſwoll'n Eyes, and ſhew 
Like the full Bubblings on the Fountain's Brim, 


Preſling to paſs their Bounds ; ; abate chis Grief, 
5 bid thy Boſom reſt, 


QUEEN. 


Tf thou behold'ſt 
One Tear diſgrace mine Eye, aw 1 
Not Grief, hath call'd it forth—away, 1 
Seem not folicitous about a Cauſe | 
That pains thee not; thou art no more a Son, 
No more a Comfort to thy Mother's Woe, 


PRINCE. 


Oh, by the Hopes I have of future Fame, 

I do not merit theſe ungentle Terms, 

Revoke thy Words—reſume thoſe gentle Strains, 
Which wont to fall upon thy Henry's Ear, 

And Nature's Feelings will unſluice my Heart 
In Blood to * nm 


\ 


QUEEN, 


PF er A we 1 * — — 2 mn 
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Art not thou 

Join'd with the reſt, a Foe to my Repoſe ? 

See'ſt thou nat how thy Mother is neglected, 

| Abandon'd, ſcorn'd ? Yet thou canſt yield Obedience 
To the Decrees of him who thus inſults me, 

And leave me to my Wrongs. 


PRINCE, 


Can I 1 9 n e 

A Parent's abſolute . ? Oh, Madam! 

Think on my State, how critically nice; 

"Twixt two ſuch urgent Claims, how hard to judge! 4 

J muſt reſiſt a King and Father's Power, 

Or ſeem neglectful of a Mother's Woes. . 

Judge me not ſo; even while I own the Strength 
Of this imperial Mandate, and prepare - 

To ſpeed for France, I feel for your Afflictions, 5 

Lament your helpleſs State, and could, with Joy, 
Yield up my Life, to ſave you from Diſgrace. 


QUEEN. 


There wa my on again Oh, my dear Heary'! 

If thy Souls Truth confirms theſe precious Words, 

(And that it does, I truſt that ſtarting Tear) 

| Refle&t what further muſt betide my Life, 
What future Hoards of Miſery and | San 

Fate hath to pour upon my wretched Head. 

My Share in the imperial Seat, my Life | 

Even now, perchance, is doubtful ; all Ills threaten ; 

And when the mighty Meaſure is complete, 5 

When every Breaſt, but thine, 18 callous tow'rd me, 5 

Muſt I call out in vain for my Defender? 

Or muſt I yield my. Spirit to my TR? 

And Ke die beneath them? 


PRINCE. 


„ ME REY 


„ 
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Ge ee PRINCE. 

Ere the Hour 5 | 

Arrive, that ſhould behold that dire Event, | 

I would myſelf redreſs thee, wou'd excite | 

My Norman Subjects in thy juſt Defence ; 
Wou'd head them, and oppeſe my vengeful Sword 105 
To each oppreffive Breaſt, (fave One alone) 

To vindicate aus d 7 0 ee 


Enter VERULAM. 


* E R hg L * M.“ 
: "The King, my Lord, 55 
| Expects tas F | | 
PRINCE. 
I atten 111 Bots. COST , . Exit Verulam. 
VV 
This Haſte 8 Tf 
_ Hath Malice in it. 
P R 1 N C E. 


Heel! it not, my Mother; 

This Journey (if my cs deceive me not) 
Shall be the Source of Good; and on thy Head. 
May all that Good deſcend !. Be Death my Lot, 
So I give Peace to thee ! 


QUEEN. 


I will not ſhame 5 
Thy noble Spirit with weak wom'niſh * 
Or one diſgraceful Sigh, - Wilt thou remember 
Thy Mother's Wrongs? 
P:R-I1 N-C- Es 
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PRINCE, 
1 will. 


QUEEN, 


Adieu, bepones 1 [Exit Prince, 


Glory and Bliſs be thine ! This galant Boy 
(So my prophetic Mind forebodes) ſhall prove 
My great Avenger, and Oppreflion's Scourge 


Perfidious Henry / thou impell'ſt my Soul 


To theſe Extremes; thou mak'ſt me what I am. 
Hadſt thou continu'd, what I knew thee once, 
Endearing, tender, fond—but hence the Thought! 


Let me ſhun that, leſt my great Heart recoil, 


And ſhrink inglorious from its mighty Taſk. * 
TOW comes he not ? This Abbot ! Om, *tis well. 


Enter the ABBOT. 2 


Where are thy Councils now ? Thy ſubtle Schemes ? 
All weak and un-availing—I am loſt ; 
Sunk in my own Eſteem ; have mengly bent 


Beneath injurious Henry's lordly nas. 
And 8 0 wy. I'royers rejected. 


ABBOT. 


Hapleſs Queen! TY 
| Thy N indeed, cry 1 


QUEEN. 


My Son's torn from me. 


ABBOT. 
I've heard it all. 


QUEEN 


. 
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QUEEN. 


And fat inactive down, | 
To wait the ſlow vents of Time 5 Chance ! 


{ 


ABBOT, 


Miſdeem me not, great Queen ; ; I have revo -d 
Each Circumſtance, with niceſt Scrutiny ; 
Ev'n from this Journey, which we wiſh'd to thwart, 
Much Good may be deriv'd; if the Prinee breaths 
The 1 of his Mother — 


E N. 
peace! my Policy | | 
Hath flown before thee there; I have explor d 
His active Spirit; found him what I hop'd: +» 


For me he ſallies forth; for me returns; 
To vindiente iy Rights, W 


ABBOT: 


As we . wiſh; 
And a ſhatp Spur, to forward kis „ Beg . 
In any daring Enterprize, is Leice/er; 

By ſecret Emiſſaries I have learn'd, 

Within this Hour, that warm, ambitious Friend 


Withdraws from Court, and ſpeeds to Join the Prince 


In Normandy. 
QUEEN. 


But what avail theſe Views, 5 

Of diſtant Vengance, to my preſent Pang © 
Here I endure the Bitterneſs of Woe, 

While my curſt Rival, bane of all my Joys, 
Dwells in Tranquility and ſoft Content; 

In placid Faſo, Widin her Fairy-Bower, 
Enjoys my Henry's Smiles, his fond Endearments, 
And Vows of Love—Ah ! due to me alone 
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ABBOT, 


That Dream ſhall vaniſh quickly, | 


OR QUEEN, 
Say'ſt thou, Father? 


ABBOT. 


This very Evening, my religious Function 5 
Demands me at the Fair-one's Bower. 


ABBOT. 


To thy fole Vſe the Time ſhall be employ'd, 
I will awaken in her tim'rous Mind | 
The Dangers of her State ; load her with Scruples; 
Then work her Temper to ſome dang'rous Scheme, 
That ſhall undo her e with che W 88 


* 


AY E E . 
Its Nature — 


ABBOT. 


"Tax me not, gracious Mitftreſs, 

To farther Explanation—Let me have 
The Triumph and Delight to pour at once 
My ſubtle Scheme, and its defir'd Succeſs, 1 
In thy enraptur'd Ear, 


a QUEE N. 
Enough—go wi 
And give me this great Comfort; let me bear 


| The Sorcereſs is ſundered from his Arms. 
* Work me this Miracle Renown, and Wealth, 


Unbounded Power, and royal . 


Shall” be thy great Reward, [ Exit 
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A BBOT. 
For Wealth ad „ 


1 on myſelf alone depend Vain Dreamer ! 

Who weakly canſt ſuppoſe I toil for thee, 

No, I have further, higher Views, beyond 

Thy feeble Stretch ;—the ſupple Roſamond 

Shall prove a greater Bane to thy Repoſe, 

Than thou divin'ſt; her will I inſtigaie, 

With her ſoft Blandiſhments and witching Phraſe, 
To practiſe on her Lover, till. ſhe lure him 

To caſt thee from thy regal Dignities, 
Divorce thee from his Bed and Throne ; that done, 
Th' Enchantreſs riſes to the vacant Seat; 
Thus one great Point of my Defire is gain'd ; 

Power uncontroulable awaits my Nod: | 

This Gewgaw, dazzl'd with her Pomp, ſhall 


Rule the King, and I rule all, by ruling her. [Exit, 


SCENE changes to 4 Cloifter.. 
Enter CLIFFORD, droſed ar an Alle. 
CLIFFORD. | 


Thou Carb, for holy Purpoſes defign' d, 

Aſſiſt my honeſt Artifice ; conceal 

My aged Form from Recollection's Trace, 

And be my Paſſport to my mourning Child, 
I'll hallow thee with Gratitude and Tears. 
This is the awful Hour, if right I learn, 
When in theſe ſolemn Iſles the royal Henpy | 
Treads, Pilgrim-like, theſe Flints, and pours his Soul 
In Sighs for murder'd Becket—where alas! 
| Where are the deep Laments, the bitter Tears, 
Which he ſhould ſhed for Cliford's ruin'd Peace! 
He comes, the great Diſturber of my Breaſt, 
Ev'n noble in his Guilt !—my Heart avows 


E 2 The 
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The fond Affection that I bore his Youth, 
And melts within me Let me ſhun his Sight 1 
A Moment, to retrieve my finking Spirit. | [ Retire, 


Enter the KING, as 4 Pilgrim, 


"= PTR.» 
Muſt it be ever thus? till doom'd to tread 
This ſullen Courſe, and for a bitter Foe ? 
| Becket, tho! in his Grave, torments me ſtill. 
And what avails it him, who fleeps unconſcious 
Of my forc'd Penance? Heart, reſume thy Strength | 
Rouſe thee ! reſiſt the bigot Impofition, 
And be thy ſelf again. 


CLIFFORD. 


Who thus vents forth [ Advancingy 

His ſore e „„ es 
— I N G. 

Wbat is he who aſks? 

It yon expiring Lamp deceive me not, 

Thy Garb 8 a religious Function. 


CLIFFORD, 


"Thou judgeſt well. 12 5 

KI N o 
Inform me, holy Guide, 
What boot the Puniſhments your Laws enjoinz 
Self- Caſtigation, balmy Steen renounc'd, 
And lonely Wand'rings o'er the rugged F ad 
Thro' the long-cloiſter d Iſle? 


CLIFFORD, 


Much, pious Stranger, 

Much they avail ; within theſe ſilent Walls 
Chaſte Contemplation dwells; - this hallow'd Gloom 
Inſp! pies ie Muſings, ardent Prayer, 


Which 
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Which, by their fervid Impulſe, waft the Soul 
Of erring Man, above this Vale of Weakneſs, | 


And teach him to regain, by heavenly Aid, 
What he had forfeited by human Frailty, 


KING, 


Divinely ſpoke ! But well may” ſt thou declaim 
On their Utility, who ne'er haſt felt 

Their harſh Severities—Thou haply canſt 
Produce the Legend of a Lite unſtain'd, 


No— would to Heaven I had that Boaſt; but pL 
'Mongſt Error's Sons, I ſhare the general Weakneſs; _ 


Too numerous are my Faults; but one, alas! 
Beyond the reſt I mourn—Spare me a Moment, 


— 1 * Reſpite | to my FOR Grief, 
Mlethinks thou haſt involv'd me in a Share 

Of thy Diſtreſs. For what art thou enjoin'd 

This rigid Duty, ſimilar to mine? 

| Who hath inflicted it! 2 
0 * F O R. D. - „ 
Nyſelf—my Conſcience 
Thyſelt ! Ly 
; CLIFFORD. 
The Mind that feels its own Demerits, 
Needs no Infliction from another's Tongue, 

K IN G. 


My Ears, my Soul, are | open to thy Words 
Give me to know thy Crime. | 
55 CLI. 
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CLIFFORD. 
How can I utter it, | 
And not fink down with Shame 5 


| | KIN G. 

Let Shame betide 
The coward Heart that will not own its F railties; . 
If there's a Grace in Man ſuperior far 
To all beſide, it muſt be that true Pride, 
That bids him fpeak his own Miſdeeds. Proceed, 


CLIFFORD. 
I had a Friend—the Darling of my Soul — 
He lov'd, he honoured me—the Trade of War 
He taught my Youth; in many a hardy Field 
Have we together fought, aſſerted England's 


And noble Henry's Fame, Henry, the — 
The beſt of Kings!— 


KING. 


Oh, 005 Recelleftion! TT 5 it Afide 
Thou once hadſt ſuch a Friend, ungrateful Hong , 


CLIFFORD. 


A Length. of Brotherhood we joy'd together, 
Till all its Ble ſſedneſs was ſpoil'd by me. 
He had a Daughter, beauteous as the Eye 
Of Fancy ere Aan gin 5 


KING, 


Spare me, ſpare me 
Oh, bitter Tale! thou hadſt a Daughter, Cl; lord. / 22 


CLIFFORD. 


1 mark'd her for my own; pour'd the falſe Tale 
Of wily Love into her -credulous Ear, 


And won her artleſs Heart, : 
| KING, 
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KING. : 
Tumulte Pangs 8 [ Alide, 
Ruſh like a Torrent thro? my burſting Breaſt ; — 
My Crime, reflected by this Stranger's Tale, 
| Glares frightful on me! Till this Hour, I knew not TE | 
My Treſpaſs was ſo great—Oh, with what yeak, | 
What partial Eyes we view our own Miſdeeds! — 
The Faults of others are a huge Olpmpees, : | 
* Our own an Emmet's Neſt, 


CLIFFORD. 


Heart, Heart, be lang! 1 Afi, 
He muſes deeply an it have hurt e * 
Thuy ſoft Humanity, I fear, —Perchance 
Thou haſt a Daughter, who, like this my Vidtm, 
| Hath ſtray d from Virtue" s Path. 


| i 1 N G. 

Away, Away 

I can endure no more O0 r Conſcience, [Aide+ | 
With what a wild Variety of Torments 

'Thou ruſheſt thro' my Soul !—"Tis all Diſtraction, 
And aſks ſome more than human Strength of Reaſon, 
To ſave me from Deſpair. : 55 Eæit. 


CLIFFORD. 


Kind Heaven, I thank thee; 
His noble Nature is not quite extinguiſh'd, 
He's wounded deep—Oh ! may he but retain 
This Senſe of the fore Pangs he brought on me, 
Till I have reſcu'd my repentant Child. 
And all my Bus'neſs in this Life is done. [Zx7, 


END or THE SECOND ACT. 


5 HENRY rus SECOND; 


AC T 1II. 


SCE. N E, an Apartment i the Bower. 


ROSAMOND di fowered roriting.  ETHELINDA allerding. 


ROSAMOND. 


II. is in vain——my trembling Hands deny 
Their wonted Office——my diſtracted Mind 
Revolves a thouſand Projects to regain 
Its vaniſh'd Peace; yet all by Turns evade 


My feeble Efforts : like the lucid Vapours, 


Which rife ſucceſſive in a Summer's Sky, 
And court our Obſervation, yet are loſt, 


Ere Faney can aſſign them Name or Shape, 


Loſt in the wide Expanſe. Ah me! how weak, 


How inſufficient to its own Deſires, 


| Is the- Poor Breaſt which Honour hath deſerted! & 


ETHELINDA | 


Bay. is it ought thy eden can diſcharge ? 


She wiſhes to relieve thy Woe, and ſhares 


: 20 every Pang. 


ROSAMOND, 


Thy 99 Heart 
Hath oft conſol'd me, ſoften d the rude Hour 


Of bitter Recollection, and repell'd 


Encroaching Agony—— My Henry gave thee 


Ce Te e 


A Servant to my Uſe; but thy mild N ature, 
So ill adapted to the lowly State 

Wherein thy Lot was caſt, taught me to change 
That ſervile Title for the Name of Friend, 


ET HE. 


= To | els * Scenes of 1 and Joy. 
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ETHELINDA 


Give me hag Office now, and let me ſpeak 
Thy e theres = 


ROSAMOND. 


I know not what I mean. 

In vain, alas f the ſtrives to pleaſe herſelf, 

Who hath offended Virtue. On that Paper 

I wiſh'd to pour my Duty to my Father, 

Implore his dear Forgiveneſs, beg one Bleſſing, 

Ere yet he fleep in Peace——Oh, Roſamond! 
Well haſt thou ſpoke ! for in the Grave alone 
Can Clifford reſt, Peace and Repoſe on Earth 

| Thane impious Offences have deny'd him. 
Ere this, perhaps, he is laid low in Duſt, 

And his laſt Hours were cry e” with Griet and Shame. 


ETHELIND A. 


Hope better, my fair Miſtreſs; p73 thy Thoughts 
From the dark Muſings of deſpondent Woe, 


ROSAMOND. 


I have no Title to them ; ; theſe bright Scenes 
May give Delight to unpolluted Breaſts, _ 
But not to mine! The Charmer, Happineſs, 1 
 Hath long deferted me ; with her lov'd Mate, 

_ _ Seraphic Innocence, ſhe wing'd her Flight, 

I fear, for ever,——This retir'd Abode, 
Grac'd with each Ornament inventive Fancy 
Can furniſh, to allure th' admiring Eye, | 
Serves but to Ning me deeper with Remorſe; 5 
Upon my Cheek imprint a ſtronger Glow  _ 
Of conſcious Shame, - refleting on the Cauſe, | oe 
The wretched Caule, that brought w me to their View, | 


* o CI 


N ET H E- 


=_ HENRY Tus SECOND; 
E THE LINDA. 


Theſe are the Dictates of deforming Spleen, -- 
That to the low dejected Mind preſents 3 
Falſe and diſguſtful Objects. Hemry's Abſence 
Is the ſad Source that caſts this *mournful Gloom 
On all around: three Days have now elaps'd 
Unmark'd by him and Love; when he arrives, 

The Bow'r, the Groves, will wear a fairer Aſpect, 
TING. all be drefs'd in a and — dts 


ROSA MO ND, 


"Tis true, I try to wear the Smite of Joy | 
In my dear Conqueror's Sight: Nay, I do wear it 
My Heart acknowledges the ſoit; Delight: | 
His Preſence gives. Had I not lov'd too well, | 
1 had not been this, Wretch.!—My, Soul doats on him. 1 
I live but in his Looks. Why was he not 
By Fate ordain'd ſome ruſtic Villager, - 
And I the Miſtreſs of a neighbouring Cot, 
That wer had met as happy "Equals do, 
And hv'd in Pleaſures unallay'd by Guilt! 


ETHELINDA. 


Vet to engage che dear, the tender Hours, 
Which royal Henry fpares from public Toils; | 
To call that Heart your own, which all agree 
To love and honour; feaſt upon thoſe Smiles, 
Which Millions "gh * 


ROSAMOND. 


Ceaſe, my Ethelindas POP 
Thou know'ſt not how thy Words afflit my Breafl, 


Think not, tho? fall'n from Innocence, my Mind 
Ts callous to the Feelings of Humanity, 
Of Truth, or Juſtice. I reflect full oft, 


Ex n in my bappieſt Moments, there lives One n 
Who 
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Who has, a right to Hens ev'ry Hour; 
Each tender Vow, and each attractive Snule: 
I know it, and condemn my feeble Heart, 
For yielding to Defires all moral Laws 
Forbid, and in-born Reaſon diſapproves. 


E T HE LINDA. 
: You ſchool yourſelf too yours” 


1 0 8 A M O N D. 
Oh, nee oe 

i ave much more to bear. 1 avs not yet 
Learn'd the great Duty Expiation claims: 

To Pts my Ethelinda. | 


ETHELINDA. 


Part! from whom ? 


ROSAMOND, 


From Hemy—from the Monarch of my "Hat; . 
My Wiſhes? Lord, my All of earthly Bliſs ! 
Thou marvel'ſt at my  Words—but it muſt be; 


It is the ſble Attonement I can make 


| To a fond Father's Woes, his injur'd Fame, 


The tarniſh'd Glories of a noble Line, 
The royal Eleanor's inſulted Rights, 
And my own conſcious, * Heart. 


E TH ELIN DA. 


Oh! & not matter that fond Heart with Hope 
Of ſuch exertive Power ! Beneath the Trial, 


Your Strength would fail, your Reſolution dp; 


You cou'd not 19 75 him up. 


ROSAMOND. 


By my warm Hopes 
Of mild Remiſſion to my great Offences, 
— 


33 


I feel 


| 
ö 
| 


; 


. r 


- 
; 
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1 feel my Boſom equal ts the Taſk, 


Hard as it is; ſo Henry left me not | 
In Anger or Upkindneſs, but reſign'd me, 


With the dear Care of a protecting Friend, 


To the ſoft Paths of Penitence and Peace, - 
I would embrace the Torment i it entail'd, 


And bleſs him for each Pang. 


E T H ELI N D A. 
Behold, he comes, If [ Extz, 


* ; 


| Enter the K 1 N G. 


KING. 


My Roſamond ! my ever · new Delight! 


Receive me to thy Arms, enfold me there, 
Where erer-blooming Sweets perpetual riſe, 


And lull my Cares to Reſt, 


ROSAMOND. 55 


It was not chus | 2 an. 


My Henry us'd to viſit this . : 


Bright Chearfulneſs was wont to dance around bim, 


Complacent Sweetneſs ſat upon his Brow, _ 
And ſoft Content beam'd N from his Eye. 


KING. 


Well thou reprov'ſt me; I will ſtrive to chace 


The gloomy Cloud, that overhangs my Spirit, 
Th' Effect of public Bufineſs, public Cares. 


(My Tell-Tale Looks, I fear, will ſpeak the Pan 


My Heart fill luffers, from that Kerner Converſe.) 


LA, 
Oft do 1 mourn the Duties of my Gatto,” 
That call my Thoughts-to them, and claim the Hoary: 
Which I would dedicate to "Los and thee, 


R O S A- 
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ROSAMOND. 


1 meant not to W thee ; *twas my Zeal, 
For the dear Quiet of thy Mind, that ſpoke, 
J cannot ſee the flighteſt Shade of Grief 
Dim the bright Luſtre of thy chearing Eye, 
But Apprehenſion pains me, leſt for me 
Thy Glory be diminiſh'd to the World, 


KING, 


I ſeek, not empty = oy Acclaims ; 

Thy tender Accents falling on mine Ear, 
Like rural Warblings on the panting Breeze, 

Convey more Rapture, more ſupreme Delight, 
Than Jo-Fzans of a I World, 


ROSAMOND. 


To ſee bright Satisfaction glow within | 
Thy manly Cheek, behold the riſing Smile, 1 
And hear thee ſpeak the Gladneſs of thy Heart, 
Is my beſt Joy, my T riumph, and my Pride; 
And yet, my Henxy, ought it to be ſo? 

Still ſhould I liſten to the Syren, Pleaſure, 
While awful Virtue lifts her ſober Voice, 

Ang warns my Heart of her neglefted Precepts ? 


KING. 


Forbear, . cheſe ſoft Complaints, and ſpeak 


Of Rapture; ſpeak of my Improving — 
And thy N Love. 


ROSAMOND. 


Oh! BER Grin | not 

How many heavy Hours, and fleepleſs Nights, 

Thy Roſe endures! how much my faulty State 

(Bleſs'd as J am in thee) arraigns my Mind; 
Ott in the bitter Hours, when thou art abſeat, 
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My Father's Image riſes to my View, 
Array'd in gloomy Grief, and ſtern Reproof. 


Nav, do not ee me with that melting Fondneſs; 

Haſt thou not oftan hade me caſt my Cares 

On thee, and told me, thou woud'ſt bear them for * 
Hear then, oh, hear me! for to whom but thee 
Can 1 unload my . ( k, 


KING. 


Oh, foeak not Has: 8 
Shou'd theſe ſad Accents Gain the 3 Moments, 
When Henry flies from à tumultuous World 
To tranquil Joys, to Happineſs and thee? 
What buſy Fiend, invidious to our Loves, 
Torments thy gentle Breaſt ? 


ROSAMOND, 


— 
. K — a — 
— n 9 2407 — * * n a 2 — agen 2 — = — 
* 


Truſt me, my Horny: e GH 
This is no ſudden Guſt of app 8 
*Tis Reaſon's Impulſe; oft hath my Heart endur'd_ 
E 1 Afflictive Papgs, when my unclouded Face 
_ Es, Hath worn a forc'd and temporary Smile, 
i ” | Becauſe I would .not hurt thy noble Mind, 
RR. Advancing Time but multiplies my mas; 1 
And gives them double Strength; they will have Vent, 
N Oh! my Protector, make one glorious Effort 
de Ne me from uk Arms; 


KING. 


| Renounce thee, did'ſt thou ſay ! my Roſamond: F 
Were ' hols the Wards of her and Love? 


ROSAMOND. 


They were ; 

It is my "Fs intreats; that Ls which - owns 
Thee for its firſt, its laſt, its only Lord, b 
Allow 
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Allow me to indulge” it, undifturb'& 
By the ſore Miſeries which now ſurround = 
Without the Senſe of Guik, that Fiend who waits * | 
On all my ATW oh my every TOM 15 


KING. 


By Heaven, I never know Didtreſs an now! r D10nk 
Thy Accents cleave my Soul; thou doſt not know - & 
What complicated Agonies and Pangs Sp 
Thy Cruelty prepares fon Hrs Heart! 

He muſt endure a Throe, like that which rends 5 


The ſeated Earth, ere be can ſummon Strength F ee 
To baniſh rhee for ever from his Arts, | r= on 


n Os A NON D. 
Think, Conſcience 3 ; Honour, pleads / {. | ED L 


3 


KING, gr. i 
Down, buſy Fiend; 5 | Aue. 
That Stranger's Tale, and Cl; Aord's cry ing N 


Diſtract my torturd Mind—in Pity ceaſe— [To Rof 
I cannot part with thee, 1 | 


ROSAMON D. 


A thouſand 8 

Urge thy Compliance will not public Claims 

Soon call thee from thy Realm? When thou art Kone, 
Who ſhall protect me? Who ſhall then Provide 

A ſafe Aſylum: for thy Roſamond,.. | 

To guard her Weakneſs from afſailing Fears, 

And threat' ning D 5 ; 


KING. 


What can here alarm thee? - 


5 ROSA» 


HENRY THs SE CONDs 


40 


* * 
« 


ROSAMOND 


Perpetual Apprehenfions riſe; ; perchance... . 
The poignant Senſe, how much my Crimes deſerre, 5 
Adds to the Phantoms; Conſcience- ſtung I dread 

I know not what of III. Remove me hence, 

My deareſt Lord; thus on my Knees I ſue, 

And my laſt Breath 'ſhall bleſs thee. en [Ow —_— 
But reſeue me > from Guilt, ai at ITE 


# 


k IN., 


What, lead thee forth 

From theſe once happy Walls ! 1 thee, abandon'd, 
To an unpitying, unprötecting world! 

Then turn, and roam uncomfortably round 

The chang'd Abode, explore in vain the Bliſs 

It once afforded ; like à reſtleſs Sprite N 
That hourly haunts the deſolated Spot 8 
Where all his Treaſure lay! Bid me tear out 

This ſeated Heart, and rend each vital Seit, 

1 ſooner could obey thee,. 


"ROSAMOND. , 


Turn, my hwy 
Leave me not thus in Sorrow! Cant thou part 
In Anger from me? 


7 * 
* 4 
1 g 


KING. 


Anger oh, thou Pang one! | i, 1h 
Witneſs theſe Pangs —1 cannot, will not loſe thee— lou. 


. 


2 


ROSAMO N D. 


Confirm my "Pardon: then ; pitying, reflect 
"Tis the firſt Hour I e'er beheld thy Frown. 5 „ 
Forgive me—Oh, forgive me! „„ n 
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KING. 


Spare me——ſpare _ 

A Moment's Thought to my Arad Soul, 

To eaſe the Throbs, and huſh the ſwelling Tumults, 
Which my fond Love would fain conceal from thee, 


Thou exquiſite T ermentor! . 5 Exit. 5 


. ROSAMOND. 


Heav'n footh thy ſuff'ring Mind, reſtore thy e 

And win thy yielding Spirit to my Prayer! 

For it muſt be- the Blow muſt be endur'd, | 
Tho' Nature tremble at it—Heay'n requires it: 
J hear the ſacred Voice, that claims aloud 
Attonement for its violated Laws. 5 
When I am ſunder'd from him, ne'er again 
To feaſt my Eyes on his lov'd Form, or ſhare 
His Converſe more, it will be then no Sin, 

Nor Heav'n nor Man can be offended then, 

If ſometimes I devote a penſive Hour 
To dwell upon his Virtues; or, at Night, 

When Sleep, like a falſe Friend, denies his Comfort, 
1 bathe: my ſolitary Couch with Tears, 
And weary Heav'n tor Bleſſings on his Head 


: Enter the ABB OT. 


4 fr ABBOT. 


Health to the Fair, whoſe radiant Cs diffuſe 
Bright Beams around, and ſhame meridian Day 


With rival Luſtre and ſuperior —_— 
R 08 A M 0 N D. 


Alas, FER Father, my dejected Heart, 
Ill-ſuited now to Flattery's ſoothing Breath, 
Is * in other Thoughts, 


"_— 4 3 Be 


= - _ - = — - 
— * ; 
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ABO r. 
An old Man's Praiſe 


- Is of ſmall Worth; nor ſhou'dſt thou term it Flate 177 


The Approbation which the ready Tongue 
Spontaneous utters, at thy Beauties? Sight: 
But thy fad Eyes are ſwoln with Tean, 1 truſt 
IMF 9 flow from 28 Motives, 


* 


15 ROSAMOND. 
Thou haſt oft 

Preach'd, in perſuaſive Accents, the great Duty 
Of combating Temptation ; teaching Virtue 
To gain Dominion o'er affailing Paſſions, 
And with her pious Fine e the Breaſh 


. A B B O T, 
x 1 fair Davghter. 


ROSAMOND, 


- Theſe thy holy Precepts, Fn, 2 

My melancholy Heart, I hope, hath learn'd ; 
The ſelf-convicted Mourner hath reſolv'd 

To turn from Guilt's deluſive dang'rous Way, 
And ſeek the e Paths of Peace. 


"ABBOT. 


Explain thyſelf, my Pupil; lay thy Meanings 
Clear 0 wy 1 


ROSAMOND. 


I have ele to leave 8 

This Culprit- State of unchaſtes lawleſs 8 
And, in ſome Solitude's 8 Shade; 
Attone, by future e or Fes EEE 
My Errors paſt. : 


ABB Or. 


„ 


ABBOT. 


Tis nobly purpos'd, Daughter; : 

| Worthy the Precepts I have given thy Youth, 
And the great Efforts of exalted Virtue : 
But why retire to moaping Solitude ? 

The Heart is weak that finds itſelf unadies”. 
In any Situation, to repent | 0 
Its paſt Miſdeeds; it is the Principle, 
And not the Place, attones; we may be good, 
And yet abide in active, chearful Life; 
There are a thouſand Pleaſures and Delights 
Not inconſiſtent with the ſtricteſt Truth | 
And wenn boy of Mind. 


; 1 
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ROSAMOND. 


11 may be ſo, _ 
And ſuch may be indulg'd, Ip theſe whoſe Lives. 


Have ne'er been branded with a flagrant Crime ; 
But Wretches like myſelf, whom Conſcience taxes 


With viohted Chaſtity and Juſtice; ; 
Have 150 50 thoſa — 3 * 


ABBOT. 


1 like not this= 
She dares debate—She judges for bertelf 
J muſt reſtrain this Freedom—' tis e 


ROSAMOND. 


Yes, all ſhall be renounc'd, all that conſpird 
To make my guilty Situation wear 
The Face of Bliſs; Splendor and Affluence, 
All ſhall be given up, and well exchang'd, 
If they obtain Remiſſion for my Crimes. 


ABBOT. 


Some farther Meaning lurks beneath theſe Words, .) : y 
FO HIA lde. 11. 


Which my foreboding Fears diſlike. 


— — | R O 8 K. 5 1 


— 
— RL... 7D * 


Au. 
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nr 


ROSAMOND. 
My Henry 
1 have ſolicited to this oreat Purpoſe, l 
Of my new-open'd, new enkindled Mind, 


A B B O F. N 8 


As I divin'd- 


ROSAMOND. 


Why turn'ſt tho from me ? Breathe thy pious Comforts 


To nouriſh my Reſolves. 
ABBOT. 


Think'ft then: fond Pupil, TR 

Thy Paramour will yield to thy Requeſt ? 

Oh no! his Paſſion is too much his Maſter. 
Think'ſt thou, can he, who doars upon thy nee 
Doats even to Folly— 5 


ROSAMOND. 


Spare me, holy Father- | 
Wound not my Ear with one contemptuous Word 
Againſt his Dignity ; J cannot bear it, TT 


ABBOT. 


My Recollection, zealous for thy Eaſe, - 
Recalls the caſual Word. I grieve to ſee thee 
Miſled by Phantoms: but there is a Way, 


A clear and certain Way, to Happineſs, - 
Which thou haſt pot deſery'd... 


ROSAMOND. 


* 


Inform me, Father, 
How 1 may compaſs the religious Ends 
My State demands, and my whole Soul aſpires to, 
Without diſquieting my Henry's Peace, 
And I will bleſs thee for it, 

eee ee eee. 85 ABBOT, 


Deſtruction to my Venn l lAat. 


* 
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AB B DF. 
Love alone i 
Confers true Honour on the Marriage State. 
Without this Sanction of united Hearts, 
The facred Bond of Wedlock is defil'd, 
And all its holy 8 o' erthroẽwẽwn. 


R OS A M 0 N D. 
Be plain, good Father. 


ABBOT. 


Happineſs ſhould crown | 
The Altar's Rites—and Hemy ſure Jeferves 
To be ſupremely happy——thou alone 
Canſt 1 him ſo. Need I By more ? 


R O 8 A M 0 N D. 
Speak on. 
Clear unambiguous Phraſes beſt bebt | 
My ſimple Senſe, N 


ABBOT. 


5 His un with the Queen 
Cannot be term'd a Marriage; Henv'n diſdains 
The proſtituted Bond, where hourly Jars 


Pervert the blefs'd Intent; ; thy vain Retirement— 


What boots it Eleanor? who now retains 

The Name alone of Queen ; or what avails 
The Title of a Wife? Thou art th' eſpous'd 
Of his Affections; let the Church then ſhed 
Her holy Sanction on your plighted Loves; 

A pious Duty calls, aſſert thy Claim, 
Let thy fond Lord divorce her from her State, 
And Ro/amond ſhall. mount the vacant Throne. 


ROSAMOND. 


Thy ſpecious Arguments delude me not; _ 
My Souls revolts againſt them, Hence, I ſcorn 


45 
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Thy further Speech Have I not Crimes enough? 
Have I not amply injur'd Henry's Wife, 
But I muſt further ſwell the guilty Sum? 
Fly with thy wicked, thy pernicious Schemes, 
To Breaſts whence every Trace of Good is baniſh'd. 
Jam not yet ſo vile; *twas Henry's Self 
I lov'd, not England's King; not for the Wealth 
Of Worlds, for all that Grandeur can afford, 
The Pride of Dignity, the Pomp of Power, 
Nor even to fix my Henry mine alone, 
Will I advance one added Step in Sin, . 
Or plant another Torment in her Breaſt, 
Whom too ſeverely I have wrong'd already,  [Exite 


ABBOT. 


| Bane to chin Ceed Heart, that ſhrunk bes 
The peeviſh Outrage of a frantic Girl ! 

The vain Preſumer ſorely ſhall repent _ 

Her bold licentious Pride, that dar'd oppoſe 
Her upſtart Inſolence gainſt my Controul, - 
Whoſe Bidding ſhou'd direct her ev'ry Thought. 


| Had ſhe obey'd, the doating King perchance 


Had rais'd the painted Moppet to his Throne, 

And by that Deed, had loſt his People's Love: 

A ready Victim to the daring Bands 

That threaten him around. That hope is loſt— 

New Schemes muſt be devisd——all Arts employ 'd; 

For nothing ſhall appeaſe wy, fierce Reſentment, 

Till the foul Wounds giv'n to our mitred Saint, 

Be deep aveng'd in Henry's impious Heart [Exit 


END or Tax THIRD ACT, 


A 
T 
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ACT w. 
SC E N E the Palace, - 
\ The ABBOT alone. 


T mall be . Queen herſelf ſnall be 
My Iaſtrument of Vengeance, both on Henry, 
And that audacious Minion, who preſum'd 
To diſobey my Dictates. This new Project 


Cannot deceive my Hopes: The haughty Eleanor, 


Fir'd by thoſe Demons, Jealouſy and Anger, 


Will ſet no Bounds to her outrageous Will, 


And ſhe hath ſuffer'd Wrongs that might nflame 

A colder Breaſt, But why recoils my Heart 
At Thought of Harm to this preſumptuous Wanton? 
Why feel reluctant Strugglings, as if Virtue 
Check'd and condemn'd my Purpoſe ? *Tis not Harm ; . 
*Tis Piety, 'tis Mercy. — Will ſhe not 


18 Be taken from a Life of Sin and Shame, 3 


And plac'd where ſhe, at Leiſure, may repent 
Her great Offences ? This is giving her 
Her Soul's Defire.—— But Eleanor, not I, 

Shall be the Means. Night gathers round apace : 
Aſcend, thick Gloom, and with thy fable Wings | 
Veil Heury 8 Peace for ever from his Eyes! 


Enter the QU E E N. OM. 


Hail, honour'd e ! 


QUEEN. 


Art 3 a Comforter i ? 
Thine Order calls thee fuch ; but thou approacheſt. 


Unli ke 
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Unlike the Meſſenger of gladſome Tidings: 
Delay is in thy Step, and W 
Sits on thy ow, 155 


ABBOT. 


Oh, ſkilful in the Liner 
Which the Mind pictures on th' obedient Viſage, 
To * ber inward 3 


5 n E E N. 
Thy Deſigns. 
Have fail'd? 

: A B B O T. 


| To thee I view the Palm of Wiſdom, 
Effective Policy, and deep Contrivance z ; 
To thee reſign it all, 


85 0. E E N. 
Loſe not the Moments 
In vain Lamentings o'er Miſchances paſt: 
One Project foil'd, another ſhould be try'd, 
And former Diſappointments brace the Mind 
For future Efforts, and ſublimer Darings. 
ABBOT. 

Thy noble Spirit may perchance ſucceed 5 
Where all my Arts have faild, I boaſt no Power 
O'er this perverſe, this ſelf-directed Wanton ; 
She ſeems new-fram'd—her gentle. Diſpobition, 
Which erſt was paſſive to Inſtruction's Breath, 
As vernal Buds to Zephyr's ſoothing C Gale, 


Is baniſh'd from her Breaſt; imperious Tones 
Exalt her Voice, and Paſſion warms her Lr. Hl 


QUEEN. 


| Whence can it ſpring, this new preſumptuous Change ? 


Can ſhe- aſſume the Port of Arrogance ? 


F 
1 
8 
-< 


On, Tux FALL or ROS AMON D. 


She, whoſe ſoft Looks and hypocritic Meekneſs 
Have won admiring Eyes and pitying Tongues, 


While I am tax'd with warm and wayward Temper, 


For that I have not Meanneſs to conceal 

A juſt Reſentment for atrocious Wrongs, 
But bid them glow within my crimſon Cheek, 
And flaſh W from my threat n 85 


ABBOT. 


The Lures of -Greatneſs, and Ambition's Baits, 
Are eagerly purſu'd by ſoaring Minds : | 
When firſt their Splendor is diſplay'd before them, 
Anticipating Hope exalts their Brightneſs, 

And fires the wretched Gazer, ev'n to Frenzy. 


QUEEN. 


What Hope bet Greatneſs—what Ambition? a” 
Explain thy Meaning, eaſe the gath'ring Tumult 


That ſtruggles here, and choaks me with its Fulneſs, 


JFC 
I fear to ſpeak. „„ 

| - QUEEN, 
Why fear? Look on me well; 

I am a Woman with a Hero's Heart. 


Be quick—be plain—thou haſt no Tale t "unfold, 
Can make me ſnudder —tho' it make me feel. 


ABBOT, 


'Her wild Imagination hurries her 

Beyond Belief, or ev'n Conception's Limit; 
Safely protected by the royal Favour 
Of her great Maſter (may 1 ſay his Lore?) 


a EE N. 
On with thy Speech Diſpatch! 


535 
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In Effect 


All was ex preſod, tho' not in open Terms: : 
Hearts fo determin'd rarely ſpeak their Meaning, 
| Left juſt Prevention intercept their Purpoſe : | 


You do not mean to ſee her? 


6 HENRY zu SECOND; 


ABBOT, 
She threats Defianee 
To every other Power, and all dantpbult rent. 1 
Bids me, with haughty Phraſe, no more aſſume 


The Right to check her Deeds; exalts herſelf 
Above the Peers and Worthies of the Realm: 


| Nay, frantic in her fancied Excellence, 
Becomes the Rival in imperial Rule, 
And PR, herſelf on future e 


QUEEN. 


The Traitreſs! but thou. err'ſt, it cannot ho? | 
Thou haſt miſta*en her Words; her coward Harz 
Cou'd not conceive ſuch Inſolence of Speech, 


Such arrogant Preſuming. 


A BB P 6. k 


But thus much, in the Fullneſs of her Paſſion, 


Fell from her Lips: Let her a while enjoy = 
(Theſe were her Words) her tranfitory Greatneſs! 
Anon the Beam may take a different Poiſe; 
The Miſtreſs may become th' exalted Wife, 


'The- haughty Wife become tht abandon'd Miſtreſs, | 


QUEEN. 


Breath*d ſhe thoſe daring, thoſe. PTD AFcenſh 5 


And doth the Wretch ſurvive it? Be it ſo! 

She only lives to gratify my Vengeance. 

Ere the vain Dreamer mount ber airy Throne, 
She ſhall be taught the Power of Royalty 
O'er own Littleneſs, her Pigmy Pride, 


oa, THE FALL OF * 


| QUEEN. 
Yes—I do : 
She thirſts for Honour; I will ſhew it her; 
Will deig to ſet before her ſhrinking View 
| Majeſtic Eleanor, th' exalted Wife, 
And with a Glance deſtroy her, 


A BBO T. 
All you ſeek 
May be obtain'd by cht great Condeſcenfun : 
Within your Power, beneath your Eye abaſh'd, 
| Whelm'd with her Crimes, and ſhrinking in her Fears, 
She'll crouch to any Terms; bind her by Oath 
No more to ſee your Lord ; or, if you doubt 
The Efficacy of that Tie, remove her 
From the gay Bower her Infamy hath ſtain'd. 
Perform a holy Work; force her to quit 
The wanton Courſe of her abandon'd Life, 
And in ſome dim, ſecure Retreat, where you 
Alone command, conceal the Sorcereſs 
For ever from the Saane Hear 8 __ 55 


QUEEN, 


Ob, precious Doctrine! learned Comforter! 
Continue thus to counſel ; leave my Heart, 
My dauntleſs Heart, to execute thy Schemes. 


When mean you | 
QUEEN, 


Now; "this N ight—my eager Fury 
Brooks no Del r muſt adviſe the Hour. 


ABBOT. 


About the Seaſl when imperial Henry ; 
Speeds to his Midnight Penanee at the Convent ; 
I will with niceſt Caution watch the Moments — 


1 QUEEN, | 
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| QUEEN. 
And be my Guide? 


ABB Or. 
Dev oted to your Bidding. 
QU E k N. 


But ſoft the means of our Acceſs—did not 
This grand Apoſtate to his nuptial Bond, 
Contrive ſome childiſh Toy, ſome ſubtle Clue, 
Without whoſe Aid Enquiry's Foot in vain 
Attempts to find the Wanton: 8 cloſe Retreat ? 


ABBOT. 


He did; but that Pevics is only practis d 
When public Duties call him from his Realm; 
Then is the Minion deep immur'd within 

The very Heart of the obſcure Receſs ; | 
But now that he with frequent Eye o 'erlooks | 
And watches his cag'd Turtle, ſhe enjoys, | 
Free Range of the whole Bower, by few attended, 
And none but who ſubmiflive yield Obedience 
To our grave Habit and religious Order. 


QUEEN. ; -: 
Enough, of wary Watch—and hye with ſpeed 
To my impatient Soul. [Exit Abbot. 


Conceal her ! yes, 

In that deep Cavern, that eternal Gloom, 

Where all her Shames may be conceal'd—in Death; 

Attonement leſs than this were inſufficient 

To gratify my boundleſs Thirſt of Vengance. 

Long have they revell'd in the mighty Pangs 

That rent my Hgart—tis now my Turn to triumph. 

When I behold the Traitor ſunk in Grief, 

Plaining to her whoſe Boſom will be cold 

To his Diſtreſs, ſuperior will J riſe, 1 
| ! Proudly 
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Proudley exult in his ſevereſt Pangs, 
Point at her lifeleſs Coarſe, for whom he ſcorn'd me, 
And loud exclaim in his afflicted Ear, 


Behold the Victim of Deſpair and Love. | [ Exits | 


SCENE, an Apartment in the Bower. 

| Eater ROSAMOND ith @ Letter, and ETHELINDA, 
ROSAMON D. 

No Ethelinda—Never from that Hour, 

That fatal Hour when firſt I faw my Hero, 

Saw him returning from the Field of War, 

In manly Beauty, fluſh'd with glorious Conqueſt, 

Till our laſt grievous Interview, did Henry 

Shew Word or Look ungentle—Nay, even now, 

Here in the full Diſtraction of his Soul, 


O'er his ſtrong Woes ſoft Tenderneſs prev ails, 
And all the F ondneſs of unbounded. Love, 


ETHELINDA. 


But what does he reſolve ? 


ROSAMOND. 


There, Ethelinda, | 

He gives me freſh Diſquiet; Frenzy ſeems _ 
To guide his wayward Pen; he talks of Lite 
As of a Load he wiſhes to lay down, 

If I perſiſt in my unnatural Purpoſe, 

For ſuch he terms it. Canſt thou think, my Hwy. 
I ſuffer not Affliction great as thine ? 
Yes, let the preſent Tumults in my Breaſt 

Be Witneſs how I ſtruggle with Affection, 

Stand up, and war with Nature's ſtrongeſt Power, 

In Duty and Religion's righteous Cauſe. 


E THE. 
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ETHELINDA. 


And muſt your Gentleneſs abide ſuch Trials,” 
Such hard rio: + of Wrecchedneſs? | 
Is here no middle Courſe to ſteer : i 


" ROSAMOND. 
Forbear ! 
Seek not to tempt me from that proper Senſe 


Of my deep Faults, which only can fuftain me 735 


In this ſore Trial; to remit my Fervour, 
Were to be loſt again, : 


ETHELINDA. 


He'll ne'er conſent | 
To yield you up, refign you to your Woe, 
Unfriended, unſuſtain'd, to heave alone 
The butter Sigh and our th' a e Tear. 


ROSAMOND. 


He ſays he ill return t6 me, and ſoon ; 3 
Then paints the Angufſh of his bleeding Heart 
In unconnected Phraſe and broken Periods; 


Adjures me, by our Loves, no more to urge * 


The hard Requeſt on which his Life depends, 
Oh, did I ever think I could refuſe : 
What Henry aſk'd—But this—It muſt not be 


Lend me thy Arm, my Friend, a ſudden Faintneſs 


Comes o'er me, and inſtinctive Boadings whiſper | 
J ſhall not £ long ſurvive my Henry 8 L. 


Oh, chide them from: vou! at the fad Idea 
My Sorrows ſtream afreſh, 
R O 8 A M 0 N D. 


Weep not for that, | ts 
"Tis my beſt Comfort. In the Grave alone 


Can I find true Repoſe, that quiet Haven, 


27 


Whereto 


on, TUR FALL or ROSAMOND. * 


Whereto the wretched VSager in Life, 

Whoſe little helpleſs Bark long Time hath ftrove 
 *Gainſt the rude Beatings of tumultuous Guilt, | 
Oft caſts an ardent Look, an eager Wiſh, 

To gain a Shelter there trom future Storms. 


E THE LINDA. 


Let me conduct thee to the chee ering Breeze, 
Thy Looks are pale, 


| ROSAMOND. 


Oh thou, that art all Mercy, 1 e ¶Kneeli. : | 


Look down, indulgent, on the Child of Frailty ; ; 
With Pity view her Errors, and inſtruct her 


How to obtain returning Peace and Pardon. [ Going, 


Enter CLIFFORD in bis Diſguiſe. 


CLIFFORD. : 


Stay thee, "IH Mourner, wherefore doſt thou ſhun 
The * of Comfort ? £ 5 


ROSAMOND. 


Etbelinda ! 
What Voice was that ? My ſtartled Fancy wakes 
New Terrors! Let It cannot dere | 


1 F F 0 R D. 
My Daughter !- = 


* 


ROSAMOND. 


All gracious Heaven ! 'tis he— | | [ Faintss 


CLIFFORD, 


| Oh, let me claſp her 
To a fond Father's aged Breaſt, 4 call 
Her ſinking Spirit from the Shades of Death. 


E T H E. 


— * 


f 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Fear not, Virgin ! 


Where is fled, | 
That rev'rend Form ? Even now it hover'd o'er me, 


56 HENRY Tuz SECOND; 
ETHELINDA. 
Oh, reverend Stranger, if thou be'ſt her Father, | 
With gentle Voice allure her; do not caſt 


The Frown of Anger on her meek Diſtreſs 
Her Softneſs cannot bear it, 


CLIFFORD. 


Aſſiſt to raiſe her—the returning Blood 


Faintly renews its Courſe ! her timid Eye 
Speaks 2885 3 


R OS A M 0 N D. 
Sent by kind Heav'n, the ſacred Delegate 
of * ang Protection. | 


CLIFFORD. 


| Roſamond J- — 

Nay ! turn not bn 9 not ſhun my Sight, 
In Pity ſhrink not from a Father's Eye, 

Who comes to chace thy Sorrows; comes to ſhed 
Some pious Drops o'er thy afflicted Heart, 

Ere he is mingled with the Duſt, 


| ROSAMOND. 
Thus lowly 
Bent to the Earth, with abject Eye, that dares not 


Look up to that much - injur'd rev'rend Face, 
: Let me implore thy Pardon. ' 


CLIFFORD, 
Riſe, wy Child, . ng 


Oh riſe, and let me gaze on that lov'd Form, 


Which once was ol my Comfort. 


ROSAMOND, 


But which now 
You look upon with Anger and Diſgutt, 


My Crimes deſerve it all. 


CLIF- 


TEE YR, AE WOOTEN 


e 3 


1 
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CLIFFORD. 


Nay, meet my Eye 
Survey me well: Doſt thou behold theres. 
A rigid Judge? Oh no, the Father melts 


In . faſt- — Tears. 


ROSAMOND. 


Has pitying Heaven 

Heard the ſad Prayer of ſuch a guilty Wretch, 
And granted, in the Moment of Afliction, 

A Parent's Preſence, and W „ 
To his repentant Child! 


CLIFFORD. 


Doſt thou repent ?— 

And didſt thou wiſh once more to ſee thy Father | 
Dry up thy Tears, and anſwer me with Firmneſs; 
Poſt thou repent ?—Haſt thou the Fortitude 

To break the fatal Tye, that link'd thy Soul, 

To lawleſs Love, and all its falſe 111 * 
Canſt thou look up, with ſteady Reſolution, 

To that great Power who loves repentant Hearts, 
And ſay thou wilt no more W mat 


ROSAMOND. 
I can, | LE 5 | 
J can, my Father; that all-ſeeing Power, | 
To whom thou haſt appeal'd, can witneſs for me, 
T have renounc'd the Paths of Sin and Shame, 
And mean to ſpend my ſad Remains of Life 

In deep Contrition for my paſt Offences. - 


CLIFFORD. 


To find thee thus, is Rapture to my Soul! 
Enter my Breaſt, and take again Poſſeſſion 
Of all the Fondneſs that I ever bore thee.— 
By my beſt Hopes, when in thy ſmiling Youth 


' 9 10 Mine 
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Mine Eye hath nung enamour'd on thy Charms, - 


Thou ſhewd'ſt not then ſo lovelily as now, 
Dreſs'd. in theſe graceful mien T 


ROSAMOND. 


Ob, my Father ! 
And may I fill look up to thed with Hook 
That the dear Love and Tenderneſs, thy Breaſt 


15 Once cheriſh'd for thy darling RO ond, 


| Is not + extinguiſh quite | ? 


| 0 13 EO B. 
Alas, my Child! «12 | 
1 am not loſt to Nature and her Ties. 
We are all frail ; preach Stoicks how they will, 
"Tis not a Parent's. Duty to cait off, 
But to recla; aim, the Wand'rer of his. Blood. 


One Queſtion more, on that depends my Peace - 


Shall I behold my Child redeem'd from Shame, 
Or muſt I fink with Sorrow to the Grave, 


Ere this great Bus“ neſs of my Soul's accompliſh'd 


ROSAMOND. 


Command my Hcart; can J, thus loſt to Goodneſs, 


Aſſuage thy Cares, and 8 the Decline 
Of weary Nature ? ſay, my deareſt Father, 
And by the Zeal of my Obedience, prove 
The Truth of my Conrigon, 


CLIFFORD, 


Hear me then, 

Thou Darling of my Boſom 1 —Weſtward hence, 
On the flow RiGng of a fertile Hill 

A virtuous Dame af honourable Race, 

Hath founded and endow'd a hallow'd Manſion 
To pure Devotion's Purpoſes aſlign'd. 

No Sound diſturbs the Quiet of the Place, 

Save of the bleating Flocks and lowing Herds, 
: And the meek Murmurs of the trilling Stream, 


That 
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That flows ſweet-winding thro' the Vale beneath; 

„% No Objects intercept the Gazer's Bye: 

But the neat Cots of neighb'ring Villagers, 
© Whoſe lowly Roofs afford a plealing Scene 

Of modeſt Reſignation and Content, 

There Piety, .enamour'd of the Spot, 
Refides ; there ſhe inſpires her holy Fervour; 

Mild, not auſtere ; ſuch Piety, as looks 

With ſoft Compaſſion upon human Frailty, 

And ſooths the Pilgrim-Sinner to embrace 

| Repentant Peace beneath her holy Roof.— 
Say, wilt thou quit, for ſuch ſerene Delights; 
This gay Abode of Shame ? 


ROSAMOND. 
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1 will, my Father ; 
My Wiſh invites to ſuch a ſoft Retreat, 


Oh, lead me forth! 
c LIF F OR D. 


Thy Words give added Strength | 5 . 
To my weak Frame, and warm my languid Blood. . 

Some two Hours hence, when Midnight "veils the Globe, | 

' Diſguis'd, as how, in this religious Garb, 

Again expect me, to redeem thee TY 

And guide thy ſteps to that Abode of Bliſs —— 


: Here break. we Oil — 
ROSAMOND. 


Once more thy Blefling on me, 
While I pbur forth the filent. Gratitude 


Of my full Soul for thy returning Loves [ Kneeling, 


CLIFFORD: 
Warm as thy Soul can wiſh, my Child, receive it, 
[Embracing her, 
a Oh, the ſupreme Delight 'twill be; to ſee thee 
Reftor'd to holy Peace and ſoft Content, 
And ſometimes ſhare thy Converſe ; then devote 
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My lonely Intervals to ceaſeleſs Prayer, 
That Heaven will pour on thy repentant Heart 
Its healing Merey, and its promis'd Grace! Exit. 


Mos AMON p. 


'Propitions Power, who chear'ſt the Mourner's Spirit, 

Accept my boundleſs Thanks thy pitying Goodneſs 

Inſpir'd my Father's Heart, and ſent him hither 

To ſuccour and ſuſtain me. Oh, continue 

Thy ſtrength'ning Fervour, that I may not ſhrink | 
From the great Taſk I have begun, but riſe „ 

An Object worthy thy returning. Grace! 


ETHELINDA. 


| OY «M y gentle Miſtreſs, I partake your Tranſport, 
| | Vet Apprehenſion checks the riſing Joy, 
What Agonies will pierce your Henry's Heart 


ROSAMOND. 


825 peace, on thy. Life! ſeek not to wake again 
3 Toe Thoughts which I muſt huſh within my Breaſt, 
„ The Lover is forgot; what Clifford's Daughter 
„ Leaves unperform'd, Ci ford himſelf will perfect. 
% That Tongue, whoſe. wholeſome Counſels Henry wont, 
In early Life, to liſten and obey ; 
4 That Heart, which lov'd his Virtues, will again 
„ Exert its Power, and win him to applaud 
bs © The Miniſter of Peace, who leads me hence 
1 40 To that Aſylum uy Offences claim. [Exit, 


END or rjxs FOURTH ACT, 
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ACT v. 


SC EN E, the Bower, Table<vith with Ke. | 


Euer ROSAMOND and ETHELINDA. — 


ROSAMOND. 


-F it the vain Suggeſtion of my Fears, 
Or do unwonted Sounds, and: _ DunzINg Murmurs, 


Ride i in each Breeze? 


E THE LINDA. 


Tis Fancy's Coinage all ; 


*Your Mind, alarm'd leſt any thwart Event 
Should interrupt this Night's important Buſineſs, 


Creates talſe Terrors. 


— 


ROSAMOND. 


Twice within this Hour 


Hath it preſented to my tortur'd sight 
My Father in the Agonies of Death, 


Gaſping and pale, and ſtretching forth his Hands 


To me for Aid and Pity. 


| E T H E LINDA. 
When Suſpenſe I 

And Expectation hold Dominion o'er 
The agitated Boſom, theſe Illuſions 
Are buſy to torment us. 


R SAMON D. 
Angels ſpeed him 


In Safety to me! and conſole my Henry, 
When he ſhall ſeek his Roſamond in vain 
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1 will. 6 al : 
My Miſtreſs bids; but nat I ſtay behind . 
Mouſt I renounce the ſweet Companionſhip, 
Her Gentleneſs and ſoft Humanity 
Have taught me to eſteem wy higheſt Bliſs ? 


# 7-4 
* 


Ee 3 5 LE | 


Around this once-lov'd Bower! When thou behold'ſt him, 
(O! can it be a Crime to leave a Sign, 

One ſoft Adieu for him, who was ſq dear?) 

Say, Ethelinda, that J left theſe Walls 

Not with a harden'd, but a tutor'd Mind, 

Not deſp'rate, but reid; arm'd with that due, 


That holy Reſolution, which becomes 


My State and Purpoſe; and when buſy Mags 
Recalls the ſad Idea of our Loves, 


k (Too oft alas! I fear *twill preſs my Mind) 
I'll pour my fervent Pray” rs, that Bliſs and Honour 


May e crown _ the Hero's ve" 


ETHELINDA, 


ROSAMOND. 


This once, obey—this Night's great Buſineſs done, 
I claim no Duty more; but when the Storm 


Shall be o'er-blown, and all be calm again, 


If aught of Good befall my after-Hours, 
Thou, Etbelinda, ſhalt partake it with me. 
Go now, collect together thoſe dear Pledges, 


(The only Treaſure I ſhall carry hence,) 
My Henry's Letters ; my o'er-harraſs'd Spirits 


Would fink beneath the Taſk, nt | [ Ex: a Ethel, | 
Ill-boading Fears a 1 5 


Poſſeſs me ſtill; ſuch as 1 oft be heard 


Haunt the fick Couch, Death's ſable Harbingers. 


Enter QUEEN «uith a Bowl and Dagger. 


QUEEN. 


* 


| Ay, there the Trait'reſs fits. Who could ſurmize 


Guilt kept Abode in ſuch an Angel-Form? _ 
| — 5 | | Approach, 
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Approach, thou beauteous Fiend ! Well mayſt thou _ 
"Tis Eleanor that calls; ſhe comes to wake thee | 
From the vain Dream, which thou haſt 12 9 5 enjoy'd, 1} 
5% To Juſtice and Attonement. | c 


ROS A MOND. 
Shicd me, Powers, 
From at wrong d Form! My Fears are all explain'd ! 


QUEEN, 


No Pow” r can ſhield thee now—Thy Prayin rs are fruitleſs 3 
Now cry in vain to him who hath undone thee, 

Who robb'd thee of thy Innocence of Heart, 

And taught thee to be Rival to a Queen, | : 


ROSAMON p. 


Moſt ;nfird Majeſty, thus to the Earth 
I bow myſelf before thee; I confeſs _ 
My heinous Crimes; I fink beneath their Weight; 
Vet Oh! take Pity on a hapleſs Creature 
| Miſled by fatal Love, immers'd in Guilt, 
And blinded to the Evils that enſued ! 


QUEEN, 


And plead'ſt thou that in thy Defence, fond Wire. 
Which loudeſt cries againſt thee ? Knew'ſt thou not 
Who Henry was, what where his noble Ties? 

How did thy Paſſion dare afpire ſo high? 

Thou ſhould'ſt have ſought within thine own Degree 

Mates for thy wanton Hours; then had'ſt thou not Ons 
Debas'd a Monarch in his People's Eyes, 
Nor wak'd the Vengance of an injur'd Queen, 


ROSAMON D. 


Alas, thou look'ſt on me as on a Wretch 
Familiar with Polution, reconcil'd 
To barden'd, Guilt, and all its ſhameleſs Arts; ; 


JI am 
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I am not ſuch. Night's' holy Lanai can witneſs 
What painful Sighs my. ſad afflicted Heart 


Hath heav'd, what ſtreaming Tears my Eyes have pour'ts 


'To be releas'd from the pernicious Snare 
Wherein 1 was involy'd ! | 


QUEEN, 


Thoſe Sighs and Tears, h | 1 9 
Had true Contrition been their holy hs. | 
Should have inſpir'd thy Heart to break the Snare, 
And ſet itſelf at Freedom, - 


ROSAMOND. 


5 0! tis true 


They ſhould ; but in my rebel Breaſt they found 
Too ſtrong Reſiſtance; 4 Love hath been my . 
My Bane, my Ruin; 
O let this very Weakneſs plead my Cauſe  _ 
Within your royal Breaſt ; revolve, great Queen, 
How you have lov'd, and let _ tender F e 


Win you to pity me ! 


QUEEN, Hae 
What W itchery 
Of Language hangs upon this Ciret's Tongue! 2 
Why droops my Reſolution? rouſe thee, Eleanor, 
Remember the great Cauſe that brought thee hither, . 
Nor let a Harlot” s Sigh, or treach rous Tear, 
Subdue thy Fortitude, 


5 ROSAMOND. 
What hall T do | 


| To humble me yet lower in thy Sight? 


What Form of Language ſhall my Lips adopt 
To move thy Mercy? I confeſs my Crimes, 
Confeſs their Heinouſneſs, and ſue for Pardon: 
Can I do more? Ev'n Heav'n is won by Tears, 
By contrite Heart, and fervent Supplication : 


Shale 
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Shalt thou be harder to appeaſe 0 hear! 

A Woman's Weakneſs claims a Woman's Pity, 
Exert that Dignity of Soul that riſes 

Above Reſentment to a pleaded Wrong, 

And teach me how. to make Attonement. 


QUE EN. 
Hence | 


Eneroaching Weakneſs ! coward Heart, abjure it - 
Think on thy mighty Wrongs — Arm. thee to meet 


My Words with noble Firmneſs! Death alone 
Appeaſes Eleanor's inſulted Love, 


| ROS A M O x D. 
Death, faidſt thou ?—Death 1—O yet 


| Au F E N. 
Behold, Deluder ! 
I will not ſtain me in thy Blood ; this Cup 
Contains thy Doom. 


ROSAMOND. 


kf Oh! do not bid me die, 

Steep'd as I am in Guilt; clos'd in a Convent, 
Where Heav'n's clear Air and animating Light 
Ne'er found an Entrance; ; let me be condemn d 
To all the Hardſhips ever yet devis'd; 

Or baniſh me to roam far-diſtant Realms, 
Unfriendly Climates, and unſocial Waſtes, 

So thou afford me ſome remaining Hours 

To reconcile my Soul to that great Summons, 
When Heav'n ſhall deign to call, 


QUE E N. | 
Prophane no more 
The Name of Heav'n with thy polluted Breath, 


Thou who haſt ſpurn'd its Laws! Juſtice demands 


Thy forfeit Life. Thou ſhalt no more miſlead 


K A Monarch's 
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A Monarch's noble Mind ; no more deviſe 
Inſidious Art, to work a Queen's Diſgrace: 

Thou ſhalt not live to rob her of her Rights, ” 
Her Lord's Affection, and imperial Pride, 

That thou may ſt ſeize the abdicated Seat, 

And — in her Fall. 


ROSAMOND. 


By Heav'n's PoE Grace, eg | | 
My Mind ne'er harbour'd ſuch an impious Thought! 


QUEEN. 


| Heap not freſh. Crimes, thou haſt enouch already, 


ROSAMON D. 


Have I no Evidence on this Side Heaven? . 
And muſt I fall alone, unjuſtified ? SD e 
Where is the holy Abbot : ? Where "oo _—_— 5 


QUE . 
Thy Henry: / thine That Word hath fir'd anew 
__ tailing Spirit. Drink! | 


ROSAMOND. pe” 


Yet), yet, relent= 
QUEEN, 


Drink! or this Poinard ſearches ev'ry Vein 


ROSAMON D. 


Is there no Pity ? None ?—This awful Silence—— 
Hath anſwer'd me, and I intreat no more. 

Some greater Pow'r than thine demands my Life; 

Fate ſummons me; I hear, and I obey— 

O, Heav'n ! if Crimes like mine may hope Forgiveneſs, 
Accept a contrite Heart ! [ Drinks, 


QUEEN. 
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| au E E N. 
O, Bente e Witch! 
Hadſt thou been leſs alluring, or had 1 

Forgot to Love, thou hadſt not met this Fate [Afde. 


ROSAMOND. 


Thou art obey'd—Once more I bend befor thee— 
Nay, harden not thy Heart to the laſt Accents 
Of a poor Wretch, that hurries to her Grave. 
Look, look upon me; I behold thee not ; 
With unforgiving and reſentful Eyes; 

J deem thee but the deſtin'd Inſtrument 
Of e Heay' ny to puniſh my Miſdeeds. 


QUEEN. 


A flood of Agony oferwhelms wy. ul, 5 
And all my Pride and Rage is waſh'd away. [LAdde. 


ROSAMOND. 


5 Nen caſt an Eye of Pity on my Tears, 

Now, in theſe awful, theſe tremendous Moments, 
Thou canſt not doubt my Truth. By my warm Hopes 

Of Mercy at that Throne where all muſt bow, 
| My only Crime was Love No Pow'r on Earth 
Could have impell'd me to a further Wrong 

3 By; State or Ts 


| QU E E N. 

I muſt belle thee— _ 

What then remains for me; O riſe, and wreak 
Thy Vengeance on my now-relenting Rage. 
Behold theſe Tears—My Wrongs are all forgot— 
Exceſs of Paſſion, Love, that knew no Bounds, 
Drove me, with execrable Haſte, to at— * 
What now I would reſign all earthly Bliſs. 
To have undone Again, 


ING: 
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K 1 N G, within, . 
Beize all that haunt. _ 


Theſe winding Avenues—let 3 none eſcape. 


R 0 8 AMON p. 
Ah me ! that Voice 


QUEEN, 


*Tis How's: let him come, 
And take his Share of Mis'ry. 


tx. 


* 


Enter the KIN G, ETHELINDA, and Anendauty 


K I'N G. 
Where, where i is 1 


O fell, vindictive Fiend, what horrid Aa 
Hath by dark Rage been dealing? ? 


a F E N. 
Mad 4 Revenge! | | 


ETHELINDA, 


Lo! the tre Means! all this my Mind foretold , 
When the Queen? 8 Train fir met my ſtartled Eye, 


ROSAMOND. 


Ev'n now my flitting Spirit i is on the Wing; 
The deadly Draught runs thro* my 3 Blood, 
I feel it at * Heart —O, Henry ö e 


e 


| Malicious Rage, thou nd'ſt the Lightning? 8 Flam 
To execute thy Vengeance! Ethelinda, 

Thy Zeal was cool 15 Expedition low, 

Compar'd to that fell Tyrant's rapid Heat. 

Lift up thine Eyes—0 do not leave me yet 
Why melts p Compaliog | in thy languid Looks ? 


The 
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The Flames of Fury ſhould be kindled there, 
*Gainſt him, who left thee to invading Fate, 
Who ſaw not thy Diſtreſs, heard not thy Cries, 


When black Revenge was pouring Torments on thee — 
Oo cruel Woman, unrelenting Fiend !— | 


ROSAMOND. 


Calm, and thy Mind ; vent not thy fury there, 
Her Wrongs cried loud, and her great Hears is wrapt 
In Sorrow "0 the Deed, Fc 


IN d. 


What ! now avails it ? | | 

Compunction ſhould have ſprang whey he beheld 
| The ſtreaming Tears courſe one another down 

Thy beauteous Cheek, and read the ſpeechleſs Grief 
Ot thy imploring Eyes. -O! was it thus 

I thought to ſee my Roſamond again !— 
Hath Fury, like an Eaſtern-Blaſt, 1 d 
The ſweeteſt, lovelieſt Flow'r that ever bloom” d? 
But I will die beſide thee ; never more | 
Reviſit chearful Day, nor dream of Comfort, 
W hen thou art | parted. from me. | 


| ROSAMOND: 5 
Ceaſe, O! ceaſe 
Theſe uſeleſs Plainings ; ; are” to Peace 
The few remaining Moments—nor let Rage 
Impel thy Soul to meditate Revenge 
For a poor Wretch, who juſtly thus attones 
Her numerous Crimes. O, royal Eleanor ! 
Hear theſe laſt Accents —Howſoe'er I lov'd, 
However guilty I have ſeem'd to you, 
This very Night I had reſolv'd to leave 
Theſe fatal Walls, and, by my Father's Guidance, 
Devote my future Days to Penitence. 


KING, 


\ 
t 
| 
: 
: 
. 


0 O, my Henry ! 
<& Let not the ſad be of my Fate 
Sit on thy Heart, nor call my preſent State 


Canſt thou feel thus, 


0 HENRY Taz SECOND; 


KING. 


Doth not thy Blood, like mine, halt in thy Veins, 
And chill the Seat of Life? 


ROSAMOND. 


Extend thy Pity, 


cannot wrong thee ES rant me now 
8 8 


One Moment to indulge the tender Feelings 


Of hapleſs Love, and breathe a fond Adieu, 
Ere this poor harraſs'd Spirit quit my Breaſt. 


KING. 


Why this Compaſſion to the wretched Cauſe 
Of all thy Miſeries! I am the Source 

Of ev'ry Pang, that feeds on thy lov'd Heart 
Of this thy fatal End. —Reproach, revile me— 


Do any thing but look thus kindly on me, 


And I will ſtruggle with my mighty WOES; 


; aught by the | ons n Th . 


ROSAMOND. 


„% A Miſery; I wifh'd ſome ſure Retreat 


« F rom Grief and Shame, and Heay' n i hath heard my my . 


5 QUEEN. 
Unhappy Victim of my blinded Fury, 


1 almoſt envy thee thy preſent State; 
Thou ſoon wilt be at Eaſe; while I muſt liye 


To all the Torments which a guilty Mind 


Iuflicts upon itſelf. 


2 0 


KING, 


Yet couldſt remain obdurate to her Tears, 


And deaf te her Intreaties ? 4 155 
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| au E E N. 
A Deed like this 
Was foreign to my Heart, had not the F 22H 
Been pour'd into my Ears, that I was meant 
To be divorc'd for ever from thine Arms, 
Be made an Outcaſt from thy Bed and Throne, 
That the _ riſe my Subſtitute in All.” 


K I N 6. 

What black- ſoul'd Dæmon could poſſeſs thy Mind 

| With ſuch a helliſ e N 

353 QUEEN: 

He—that Fiend ! DL 5 

CLI FF O on brought on, 7 8 Diſmiſe, © 

mar 1 e 

K 1 N G. 

5 Wretch, take thy Death. | 

ROSAMOND. Tg 

- Forbear! 3 * (atm: 

c L 1F F 0 * ': 8 


Strike, 8 ſtr MESSE 7 Diſcowers himſeif. 

Why ſlart'ſt thou back? 1 ſhrink not from the Blow ; - 
New Woes aſſail me at that ſinking Object, 

And all thy Sword can do 1s 8 now. 


* IN G. 


Thou, Night, | in tenfold Darkneſs cloſe me round, 
From that BENIN Form? 


5 CLIFFORD. 


My Child, my Child, 
Oh ! wake, and let me once more hear thy Voice, 


S eak, Tpeak, my Ko amond; bell my fad Heart 
—— Wat 
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What further Woe awaits it. Hath AMition 


Robb'd me of Senſe? or do I ſee the Pangs 
Of ruthleſs Death within oy, ſtruggling Eye ? 


* Os AN 0 N p. 


Thou 41 my Father; let me bleſs thy Goodndl 
Ere Speech forſake me; thou art come to execute 
Thy pious Promiſe—Fate prevepts thy Care, | 

And I ſubmit. My penitential Tears, 
My Hopes of heav'nly Mercy, and thy Pardon, 
Alleviate Death's "HOP Terrors. as 


NS 2 IF F os R D. 
o! what Hand oy 
Hath robb'd me of the lateſt 1 of Hoe, 1 

That trembling glitter d on wy Eve of Life? 


QUEEN. 


15 me behold the Murderer of thy peace! 
Vent thy Reproaches, load me with thy Curſes, 
I bear them all; high as I am in Rank, 
And proud in Heart, I bend to make Attonement. 
My Rage unſex'd me; and the dire Remembrance . 
Win ever haunt my Mind, „ 
K I N 8. | 

It will have Vent. 
Lo, injur'd Clifford, Henry kneels before thee! 

Henry, who ſpurn'd the holy Ties of F riendſhip, 
The kindly Brotherhood of human Nature, 
And robb'd thee of thy Child; yet let me ; ge 

My penitential with thy pious , Tears 
Ofer this lov'd F orm, for whom my Heart weeps Blood, 


ROSAMOND. 


Pence, Peace, a Moment! let my parting Epirit 
Glide Frntly hence; Death hurries on apace. 


* 


O! wel- 


Ox, THE FALL or ROSAMOND. 
O welcome! hide me in thy peaceful Breaſt 


From the dread Horrors that ſurround me . 8 


Confuſion, Shame, oppreſs my languid Thoughts 


In this dread Moment. — Ve, - muck-injur'd, pour 
Compaſſion on me now! Thou, royal Eleanor — 
Thou beſt of Fathers—-O forgive — And thou, 


Beloved Henry {—— — Oh !— 


KING. 


Art thou eg gone 2—— 
And did thy dying Looks and Words ſpeak Pardon 


To thy Deſtroyer ? In that parting Sigh 


The meekeſt, kindeſt Spirit took its Flight, 


That ever held Abode in human Breaſt. 
O. ſorrowing Cliford! how ſhall I attone 


1275 bleeding Inzuries? 
CL 1 F F 0 R D. 


It needs not, Heary; ; 


My Child lies dead before me— is enough— 

One Grave will hold us both—My failing Heart 
Hath but few Drops of Life's warm Stream remaining, 
| Grief ſoon | will drink them all- 


KING. 


What now can Fate Jn more: 2 


Rain, Eyes, rain everlaſting Floods of Tears 
O'er this ſad Monument of ben Love. 


QUEEN. 


« If thy torn Heart can ſpare from its own a Anguiſh 
A Moment's Reſpite, hear! Thou knew'ſt me, Ty 
„Was Cruelty an Inmate of this Breaſt, 


„When thou wert kind and conſtant ? think what Pang 
J muſt have felt, ere wrought to this black Deed 
. . 


[ Dies. ; 
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„Let that Reflection win one pitying Tear 
For all my Suff'rings, and I aſk no more. 


KING. 


e Ir ſhall be ſo; and we will reign together 
IN I Went, * uncomfortable Woe. . 


QUEEN. 


1 farewel! the Hand that's foul with Murder, 
(Bear Witneſs, Heav'n !) ſhall ne'er be clos'd | in thine. 

To the ſad Cloiſter and repentant Prayer 

T give my fature Life, Hail, gloomy Shades! 

Ye beſt befit the execrable Wretch, 

Who, daring to aſſume the Bolts of Vengeance, 

Dealt Deſolation with unbounded Fury, | 

And ſhew'd the Faults, ſhe meant to puniſh, flight, | 

Compar' d to * and her _— Crimes. I Queen. 


KING. 


In this great Deed thou haſt out-gone thy Henry, 
Peace to thy troubled Soul! Ve hapleſs Pair, 
Accept theſe Tears, for ever will they flow, 

W hile Memory recalls this dreadful Scene. 


Here let the gay Seducer turn his Eyes, P; 

And ſee the dread Effects of lawleſs Love: 
Learn, *tis no ſingle Crime, —the Miſchief ſpreads 
To all the deareſt Ties of ſocial Life. 

Not only the deluded Virgin's Heart 

Falls the ſad Victim of his trait'rous Art, 

But oft, a Prey to one licentious Deed, 

. The F gend, the , and the Parent bleed. 
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BPILOGUB, 


Written by 0. 0 0 4 M A N, kü 


Spoken by Miſs BAR SAN TI. 


| (GREAT and fair Ladies 7 pred, jor I and mighty ! / 


Bebold a Female —freſh from Otabeite, 
| Stretch to the Southern Ocean your Idea, 
And view, in me, the P, Inegf Oberea. 


Full three long Hours 1 fat, « cl th 3 4 Rage 


To bear the Nonſenſe of your tragick Stage, 

To ſee a Aucen majeſtically Foagger, os pick 
A Bowl in this Hand, and in this a Dagger 3 ; 
To fab or poiſon (cruel Inclination) 

A _ a e 4 en N 


Ab, Lade f no fach- Noon at Otaheite; : 
Love there has Roſes—wwithout Thorns to fright ye. 
Frolick our Days, and to compleat our Foy, 
A Coterie's forn'd—'tis call'd the Arreoy, 
Where Love is free and general as the Air, 


And ev'ry Beau gallants with eu'ry Fair; 


| No Ceremony binds, no Rule controuls, 
But n the only VBrart ef our Souls ! 


B ut Pleaſure 's foreign to theſe eier Climes, 
And Love, I hear, unknown in theſe dull Times : 
Never «vas Maiden in theſe Days caught tripping, 

Never was Wife on Pleaſure's Ice found Nitping: 
True to their Lords, to Gallantry ne'er prone, 
Divorces are fo rare, the Name's ſcarce knooyn. 


R | 


„ 
Tei in our Southern Air—at leaft, I'm told 
Nor French nor Engliſhmen were quit ſo cold; 
And, if your Poet of tonight fay, true 
Lowe formerly-<varnt'd Britiſb Ladies ioo; + 
And Ladies of old Times perhaps might plead, 
That modern Ladies are the LE * B reed. 


There is a Place, Fm 2 ale a Doctor $ 1 
Whence Huſbands iſſue to falſe Wines: dread En „ 
For each pretehds, an all-ſuffictent Ei, 3 
To keep a Lady to his precious Self. 

Yet Man, proud Man, from Oberea know, 

That femali Follies on your Follies grotv, 

And all your Hopes of Confldncy are vain, 

1f Marrias e binds not in a mutial Chain. 

F in cold 'Sheers ye leave pobr Nell to ſeth, 

And ſome fair Roſe in Covent-Garden deep; 

Think of the Nl that wake domeſtic Serie, e e 

wy heavieft Care of all the Cates of Life— - 985 
1 e * ad a ** Wife f 


| F or you, ye Fair, * 22 Virtue arms, 
And with her Graces heightens Beanty's Cones, 1 
Hear @ frail Ser on your Pity call, 

Aud ſave fair Roſamond à ſecond Fall! 


New 


New EPILOGUE, 
On the 15th Night of Performance, 


Written and Spoken by the AUTHOR. 


TO more to painful Doubts and Fears a Prey, 
Tour kind Indulgence chaces them away; 


Before your Smiles each Apprehenſion flies, 
Aud Heart Jelt G ratitude the Ee pliers 


Bleft k ibs Land, and doubly left the Age, 

When no rude Prejudice controuls the Stage, 
Tut ev'n * the humbleſt in the Muſes Train“ 
5 May find his Efforts not imply d in vain, = 


What fo ring pa to the teeming 1 
That favell each ſlightef Grain, and give it Birth, 
Nat the Sur's lib'ral and creative Poxb'r, 

| That beams @ Beauty on the ſmallef# Flox "ry 
Such your indulgent Smiles, which can diffuſe 

A Warmth and Figour to the feeblsft Muſe, 

| Supply each native Weakneſs and Defeft, 
Aud prove, at once, the Cauſe and the Efeet. 


But tet the Bard, on whoſe de e Llc: 


Your nurt' ring Candour may Sropitions Shine, 


Si 


L 78 J 2 N 
Still keep in grateful Mind, whence ſprings the Ray 
That gilds evith Grace his inſufficient Lay, 
And bf that Grace how ſmall @ Share he arab _ 
From bis Deſert, how much Hom your Applauſe ; 
And ſhould thenceforth the faſter d Muſe ariſe 
( Largely indulg d for ſmall Abilities) 
To further Efforts, by your Favour rd, 
| Check not the Ardour, which yourſelves it wpir'd; K 
But fill extend your kind protecting Aid, 
Aud patronize the Bard, yourſelves have made. 
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